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THE 

POETICAL CALENDAR. 



SEPTEMBER. AN ODE. 

FArewell the pomp of Flora ! vivid fcene ! 
Welcome fage Autumn, to invert the year- 
Farewell to fummer's eye-delighting green ! 

Her verdure fades— —autumnal blafls are near. 
The filky wardrobe now is laid afide. 
With all the rich regalia of her pride. 

And muft we bid fweet Philomel adieu ? 

She that was wont to charm us in the grove ? 
Muft Nature's livery wear a fadder hue. 

And a dark canopy be ftretch'd above ? 
Yes— for September mounts his ebon-throne. 
And the fmooth foliage of the plain is gone. 

Libra, to weigh the harveft's pearly ftore. 
The golden ballance poizes now on high. 

The calm ferenity of Zephyr o'er, 

Sol's glittering legions to th' equator fly. 

Vol. IX. B At 
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At the fame hour he (hows his orient head. 
And, warn'd by Thetis, finks in Ocean's bed. 

Adieu ! ye damalk rofes, which remind 

The maiden fair-one, how her charms decay ; 

Ye rifmg blafts, oh ! leave fome mark behind. 
Some (mail memorial of the fweets of May : 

Ah ! no — the ruthlefs feafon will not hear. 

Nor fpare one glory of the ruddy year. 

No more the wafte of mufic iung fo late 
From every bufti, green orcheftre of love. 

For now their winds the birds of paffage wait. 
And bid a laft farewell to every grove ; 

While thofe, whom ftiepherdnfwains the fleepers cali, 

Chufe their reccfs ia fome fequefter'd wall. 

Yet ftill ftiallfage September boaft his pride. 
Some birds- (hall chant, fome gayer flowers (hall 

Nor is the feafon wholly unallied [blow, 

To-^urple bloom ; the haler fruits (hall grow* 

The (Ironger plants, fuch as enjoy the cold. 

And wear a livelier grace by beiftg old. 
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AN AUTUMNAL ODE 

TO MR. HATMAir* 

YET once fnore, glorious God of day. 
While beams thine orb ferenc, 
O let mt warbling court thy ftay 

To gild the fading fcene ! 
Thy rays invigorate the Spring, 
Bright Summer to perfedlion bring, 
The cold inclemency of Winter cheer, [ycv. 

And make th' Autumnal months the mildeft of the 

Ere yet the ruflet foliage fall 

rU climb the mountain's brow. 
My friend, my Hayman, at thy call. 

To view the fcene below: 
How fwectly pleaiing to behold 
Forefts of vegetable gold ! 
How mix'd the many chequer'd fhades between 
The tawny, mellowing hue, and the gay vivid green! 

How fplendid all the fky 1 bow flill ! 

How mild the dying gale ! 
How foft the whifpers of the rill. 

That winds along the vale ! 

B 2 ^<i 
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So tranquil Nature's works appear. 

It feems the fabbath of the year : 
As if, the Summer's labour paft, fhe chofe 
This feafon's fober calm for blandifhing repofe. 

Such is of well-fpent life the time. 

When bufy days are paft ; 
Man, verging gradual from his prime. 

Meets facred peace at laft: 
His flowery Spring of pleafures o'er. 
And Summer's full-blown pride no more, ^ 

He gains pacific Autumn, mild and bland, [hand. 
And dauntlefs braves the ftroke of Winter's palficd 

For yet a while, a little while. 

Involved in wintry gloom, 
And lo ! another Spring (hall fmile, 

A Spring eternal bloom : 
Then fhall he fhine, a glorious gueft. 
In the bright maniions of the bleft, 
Where due rewards on virtue are beftow'd, [fow'd. 
And reap'd the golden fruits of what his Autumn 
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AUTUMN. AN ODE. 

A Las ! with fwift and filent pace. 
Impatient Time rolls on thtfycar; 
The feafons change^ and Nature's face 
Now fweetly fmilesy now frowns fevere. 

*Twas (pring, 'twas fummery all was gay. 
Now autumn bends a cloudy brow. 

The flowers of .fpring are fwept away. 
And fummer's fruits defert the bough. 

The verdant leaves that play'd on high. 
And wanton'd in the weftcrn breeze. 

Now trod in duft neglefted lie, 
As Boreas ftrips the bending trees. 

The fields that wav'd with golden grain. 
As ruiTet heaths are wild and bare. 

Not moift with deWf but drench'd in rain. 
Nor health, nor pleafure, wanders there. 

No more, while thro' the midnight fhadc, 
Beneath the moon's pale orb I ftray, 

Soft pleafing woes my heart invade. 
As Progne pours the melting lay. 
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From this capricious clime (he foars, 
O \ would fome God but wings fupply I 

To where each morn the (pring reftores> 
Companion of her flighty Vd fly* 

Vain wifh ! me fate compells to bear 
The downward feafon's iron relgap 

Compells to breathe polluted air» 
And fhiver on a blailied plain*. 

What blifs to life can autumn yield. 

If glooms, and fhowers, and ftorms preraiT, 

And Ceres flies the Baked field. 

And flowers> and fruits, and Phoebus faU ^ 

Oh ! what remains, what lingers yet. 
To cheer me in the darkening hour ? 

The grape remains ! the friend of wit. 
In love and mirth of mighty power. 

Hafle, pjrcfs thecluftcrs, fill the bowK— 
Apollo I flioot thy parting ray ; 

This gives the funfliine of the foul. 

This Qod of health, and verfe, and day. 

Still, flill the jocund ibain fliall flow. 
The pulfe with vigorous rapture beat ; 

My Stella with new charms fliall glow. 
And every blifs in wine ihall meet. 
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AUTUMN. 

BY MR* BEERSWOOD. 

THo' the feafbns muft alter, ah ! yet let me find 
What all mufi confeie to be rare, 
A female ftill cheerful, and faithful and kind. 
The blefiings of autumn to fhare. 

liCt one fide of our cottage, a flourlfhing vine 
OveHpread with its branches, and fhade ; 

Whofe dufiers appear more tranfparent and fine. 
As its leaves are beginning to fade. 

When the fruit makes the branches bend down with 
In our orchard furrounded with pales ; [its load. 

In a bed of clean flraw let our apples be flow'd» 
For a tart that in winter regales. 

When the vapours thatrife from theearthin themom 
Seem to hang on its furface like fmoke, 

',Till difpers'd by the fun that gilds over the corn, . 
Within doors let us prattle and joke. 

Bijt when we fee clear all the hues of the leaves. 
And at work in the fields are all hands. 

Some in reaping the wheat,others binding theftieave^^ 
Let us carekdy Urolc o'er the landi* 
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How pleafing the fight of the toiling they make. 
To colledl what kind Nature has fent ! 

Heaven grant we may not of their labour partake ; 
But, oh ! give us their happy content. 

And fometimes on a bank, under (hade, by a*brook. 

Let us filently fit at our eafe. 
And there gaze on the dream, till the fiih on the hook 

Struggles hard to procure its relcafe. 

And now when the hufbandman fings harved home. 
And the corn's all got into the houfe ; 

When the long wifti'd for time of their meeting is 
To frolic, and feaft, and caroufe ; [come. 

When the leaves from the trees are begun to he ihed, 
'. And are leaving the branches all bare, 
Either ftrew'd at the roots, ihrivell'd, wither'd, and 
Or elfe blown to and fro in the air ; [dead. 

When the ways are fo miry, that bogs they might 
And the axle-tree's ready to break, [feem. 

While the waggoner whittles in flopping his team. 
And then claps the poor jades on the neck ; 

In the morning let's follow the cry of the hounds. 

Or the fearful young covey befet ; 
Which, tho' flcdlking in ftubble and weeds on the 

Are becon^ing a prey to the net. [grounds. 
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Let's enjoy all the pleafure retirement afibrds^ 
Still anuis'd.with thefe innocent fports. 

Nor once ienvy the pomp of fine ladies and lords^ 
With their grand entertainments in courts. 

In the evening when lovers are leaning on ftiles^ 
•Deep engag'd in fonie ariiorous that, . 

And 'tis very well known by liis grin, and herfmiles. 
What they both have, a mind to be at ; • 

To our dwelling, tho' homely, wcll-pleks'd to repair. 
Let our mutual endearments revive^. 

And let no fmgle aftion, or look, but declare. 
How contented and happy we live. 

Should ideas arife that may ruffle the (bul. 
Let foh muiic the phantoms remove. 

For 'tis harmony only has force ta cbntroul. 
And unite all the paffions in love. 

With her eyes but half open, her cap all awry. 
When the lafs is preparing for bedj 

And the ileepy dull clown, who fits nodding Jufl by. 
Sometimes rouzes and {cratches his head. 

In the night when 'tis cloudy, and rainy, and dark. 
And the labourers fnore as they lie. 

Not a noife to difturb us, unlefs a dog bark 
In the hrm, or the village \iari\>^* 
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EEFLECTIONS ON A WATCH. 

LET vain Philofophy henceleam to bind 
The lawlefs operations of the mind. 
And teach us to obey that Power unfeen. 
That fram'd, and firft inform'd, our wife machine; 
Then fhall we know what fchools have idly taught. 
To guide each aft, and regulate each thought : ■ 
Like this mechanic wonder fhall we move, ! . . " 
Unvaried by ambition, anger; love j 
Conflant in each viciffitude of care. 
Not urg'd by hope, nor yet reprefs'd by fear; 
Alike in health, diicafe, in age or youth. 
Our equal judgment ftill will point at truth ; 
No longer fhall we live whole years in vain. 
Nor one fad hour be mark'd with grief or pain ; 
Freedom and joy our meafur'd time will fill, 
Guiltlefs, unerring, and afTur'dour will, 
'TiU the laft pulfe fhall beat,, and life ftand iUll. 
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IAt my window fity and fee 
Autumn his rufTet fingers lay 
On every leaf of every tree, 
I call, but Summer will not fiay. 

She flies, the boaiting Goddefs flies, 
And, pointing where th' eipaliers flioot> 

** Deferve my parting gift, flie cries, 
" I take the leaves, but not the fruit.'* 

Let me the parting gift improve, 
. And emulate the jufl: reply. 
As life's fliort feafons fwift remove. 
Ere fix'd in winter's froft I lie. 

Health, beauty, vigour, now decline^ 
The pride of fummer's fplendid day. 

Leaves, which the flem muil now refign. 
The mournful prelude of decay. 

But let fair virtue's fruit remain, 

Tho' fummer with my leaves be fled ; 

Then, not defpis'd, I'll not complain. 
But cherifli autumn in her ftead. 
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THE F I R E . S 1 D E : 

A PARODY ON THE SECOND EPODB OF HORACE. 
BY ISAAC HAWKINS BROWNE, ESq^ 

«* ^TT^Hrice happy, who free from ambition and 
X In a rural retreat, has a quiet iire-lide; [pride^ 
I love my fire-fide, thither let me repair. 
And drink a delightful oblivion of care : 
Oh ! wheh fhall I 'fcape to be truly my own. 
From the noife, and the fmoke, and the bufUe of 
Then I live, then I triumph, whene'er I retire [town. 
From the pomp and parade that the many admire : 
Hail ye woods, and ye lawns, (hady vales, funny hills^ 
And the warble of birds, and the murmur of rills. 
Ye flowers of all hues that embroider the ground. 
Flocks feeding, or frifking in gambols around ; ^ 
Scene of joy to behold! joy that who would forego. 
For the wealth and the power that a court can beftow : 
I have faid it at; home, I haVe faid it abroad, [God; 
That the town is man's world, but that this is of 
Here my trees caniwt flattef ; plants, nurs'd by mj 

ca«e* ;,.'.' 

Pay with fruit, Or with fragrance, andincenfe the air; 
Here contempl^ive fplitude raifes the mind, 
(Lead alone when alone) to ideas refin'd. 
:. . Mc flunks 
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Methinks hid in groves, which no found can invade. 
Save when Philomel flrikes up her fweetferenade, 
I revolve on the changes and chances of things, 
^nd pity the wrctch> that attends upon kingis. , 

Now I pafs with old authors an indolent bour. 
And, .reclining: at eafe, turn Dcmofthenes o!er^. t 
I^ow facetious and vacant, I urge the gay flafk 
With a/ett of old friends^— -who have nothing to aik;; 
Thus happy, I reck not of France nor of Spain^ 
Nor the balance of power what hand ihali fuilain« 
The balance of power ! ha 1 till that is reftor'd^ 
What folid delight can retirement afford?^ 
3ome muil be content to be drudges of ilate, . 
That the Sage may fecurely enjoy his retreat. 
In weather ferene, when the ocean is calm. 
It matters not much who prefides at the h^m ; 
SbOt.foon.as clouds gather, and tempefts arife. 
Then a pilot there needs; a man dauntlefs and wife* 
If fuchcan be founds fare he ought to come forth* 
And lend to the public his talents and worth. 
Whatever inclination or eafe may fuggeft. 
If the ftate wants his aid, he has no claim to refL 
But who is the man, a bad game to redeem ? 
He whom Savoy admires, who has Pruflia's efteem ; 
Whom the Spaniards have felt ; and whofe iron, with 
; . dread. 

Haughty Lewis faw forging to fall on his head. 
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Holland loves him; norlefs, in the North, all the 
. powers 

Court, honour, revere; and the Emprefs adores. 

Hark ! what was that found ? for it feem'd more 
fublime 

Than befits the low genius of paftoral rhime? 

Was it Wifdom I heard ? or can fumes of the brain 

Cheat my ears with a dream ? ha ! repeat me that drain; 

Yes, Wifdom, I hear thee ; thou deign'd to declare 

Me, me, the (ble Atlas, to prop this whole fphere; 

Thy voice fays, or feems in fweet accents to fay, 

Hafte, and fave iinking Britain— -Refign'd I obey ; 

And, O ! witnefs, ye powers, that Ambition and 
Pride 

Have no ftiare in this change— for I love my Fire- 
Side!" 

Thus the Shepherd; then, throwing his crook 
away, fleals • 

Direct to St. James's, and takes up the feals. 
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THE DRYADS; OR WOOD-NYMPHS. 

A PHILOSOPHICAL POEM. 
BY MR. DIAPE R. 

Bacchum in remotis carmina rupibua 
Vidi docentem (credite pofteri) 

Nymphafquc difcentcs, et aures 

Capripedum Satyrorum acutas. 
£t2 ! recend mens trepidat metu. Hos. 

FOrgive, ye Nereids, if I fing no more 
The ancertaiii fea, but choofe the fafer fhore. 
And leave the reftlefs waves for fteady hills. 
To fit on graffy plots, or dream by rills. 
• The wanton mufe the meaner thorn prefers 
To coral t\vig$> and amber's coftly tears ; 
Again I may, when tir'd of leavy woods, 
Hafte to the fea, and court the rolling floods. 
No lov'd amufement's here, but foon will cloy. 
The dearell blifs becomes a worthlefs toy. 
And we muft fliift our pleafures to enjoy. 

Sick of the town, I left the bufy place, 
Where deep concern broods on the thoughtful face; 
Where fadious cits, with nods, and roguifh leer. 
Are whifpering nothing in attentive ear ; 

Vol. IX. C Wk^xt^ 
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Where knaves ftrange lies invent, and fools retaif. 
And home-made treafon £nd in every mail : 
Falflioods their credit gain, tho' ill-contriv*d. 
And fcandals, oft difprov'd, arc ftill rcviv'd ; 
Imagin'd ills in frightful (hapes appear. 
While prefent evils we with patience bear ; 
Phantoms, and empty forms, are fear'd the moft. 
As thofe who fcorn'd the man, yet dread the ghoft. 

No longer plagued with fadlion, fpleen and'^ 
noife, { 

How was 1 blefs'd, when firft my ravifh'd eyes f 
Suck'd in the purer day, and faw unclouded ikies ? "^ 
How happy, when I view'd the calm retreat, 
And groves o*erlook'd by Winchcomb's antient (eat? 
Here the fmooth * Kennct takes his doubtful way, 
In wanton rounds the lingering waters play, 
And by their circling flreams prolong the grate- 
ful ftay. 

Here good old Chaucer whilom chcer'd the vale. 
And footely fung, and told the jocund tale. 

Bright was the moon, and her reflected beams 
Spangled the dewy leaves with trembling gleams ; 
While ftars, by confcious twinklings, feem^d to 
What waking lovers aded here below. [know 
Carclcfs I walk'd, where prowling beafb had made 
A path, that led thro' a lone filent glade. 

* A riref in Barkflme. 

The 
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The moon, with doubtful rays, deceived the fight. 
And waving boughs gave an uncertain light. 
When my chilFd fpirits funk with fudden fear. 
And trembling horror bid the fearch forbear ; 
My heedlefs fteps had touch'd the hallow'd ground. 
Where airy demons dance the wanton round ; 
Where fairy elves, and midnight Dryads meet. 
And to the moon the fylvan fong repeat. 
Tall rifted oaks, and circling elms had made 
A central void amidft forrounding fhade. 
With hollow vaulted cells, and rifing heaps. 
In which by day the wearied badger ileeps. 
Thick thorny brakes grew round the lonefome place. 
And twining boughs enclos'd the middle fpace. 
Here Dryads in no£lumal revels join. 
While ftars thro' fhaking leaves obfcurely fhine : 
And here I faw {blefs'd with a kinder fate) 
Where in a beauteous ring the nymphs were fate : 
Well-pleas'd the Elfins fmilM, but ihe, who guards 
Pomaceous fruits, and orchard-cares rewards, 
Down penfive lean'd her head ; no ruddy ftreaks 
Mixt with the languid palenefs of her cheeks : 
Caft on the ground her withered garland lay, 
Whofe'fhrivell'd leaves feem'd confcious of deeay. 
Thyrfis,that much-lov'd youth, the goddefs mourn'd,, 
Thyrfia, who once Silurian plains adorn'd 5 
The rural powers confefs'd their meaner lays. 
When Thyrfis fung, and own'd his jufter paife; 
C 2 V^^ 
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He AriccHiian fwains indufbious taoght 
To ftrain rich muft, and prefs the racy dranght; 
Since he is gone, the trees are all decay'd» 
With mofs bedight, and bloflbms ill-array*d. 
The penfive owner mourns the tedious weeks. 
And wants the generous bowl, that paints iht 
flufhing cheeks. 

Men led by fenfe, and partial to themfelves. 
Nor roving demons own, nor wandering elves : 
But who can know th' intelligible race^ 
Or guels the powers that fill th' aerial fpace! 
Oft the tir'd horfe is forc'd to fcour the plain. 
When Fairies ride, fix'd in his twifted mane : 
And I, ye Gods ! have wondrous circles feen. 
Where wanton fprites in midnight dance have i 

been. 
And prefs'd their rounding fteps on every new- ^ 
mow'd green. 

Yc demons, who in lonely forcfts rove. 
And friendly powers, that human arts improve. 
Ye careful Genii, that o'er men prefide, 
Direft their counfels, and their adlions guide ; 
The grateful Mufe fhall your afTiflance own. 
And tell of heavenly forms, as yet unknown; 
(Blefs'd beings, whom no earthy fetters bind. 
Nor to the preffing weight of clay confin'd I 
Of unmixt ether form'd, their beauty fears 
No pale difeafe, nor change of coming years.) 

Be 
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Be kind, y6 powers, and tune my artlefs tongue^*^ 
While I repeat the Dryads pleafing fong. 

Nape began ; a nymph with carelefs mien» 
Clad like aatamnal leaves in yellowifh green : 
Her round plump cheeks a deeper purple dy'd. 
Such as ripe fruits boaft on their funny iide : 
A wreajth of platted mofs curl'd round her head* 
Cheerful ihe fmil'd, and thus the £l£n faid : 

** Tall fycamores, the noify infefls love, 
And biizsdng round the leaves ince^ant move ; 
While the day lails, the worthlefs creatures play. 
And mourn the evening duik, and wing their filent 

way. 
But forefl nymphs prefer the peaceful night. 
When folemn gloom, and dewy feats invite. 
While drowsy man in fleep unadive rells, 
Not half fo happy as the watchful beafls. 
Who filent leave their dens, and fecret home. 
And, on the prey intent, thro' all the foreft roam* 
The raging fun, with his too fcorching beaxhs. 
Bums up the herbs, and lefTens all the ilreams ; 
But the kind moon reiie^ a milder ray, 
And makes a night more lovely than the day ; 
Nor darts fierce flame, but innocently bright 
Leaves all the fire, and gives the purer, light ; 
No noifome vapour, or dark cloud exhales. 
But gentle drops, freih dews, and pleafing gales* 
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So woflian is but rougher man refin'd. 
Has nought of him that's fierce, but all that's kind. 
Now falling drops like fhining pearls are feen> 
And dewy fpangles hang on every green : 
Refrefhing moiflure cools the thirfty mead. 
Extendi the ftalk, and fwells th' unfolded feed; 
Reflores the verdure of the tarnilh*d leaves. 
And every herb the ripening juice receives. 
Day afways is the fame, but wanton night 
Boafts a more grateful change of harmlefs light* - 
Below, the glow-worms, wondrous orbs, are ieen, 
*J'hat ftud with burnifh'd gold the Ihaded gxpen : 
Thefe little wandering comets never fhed 
Or baneful ill, or dire contagion fpread ; 
Their fhining tails foretel no falling ftate. 
Nor future dearth, nor fad difeafe create. 
Bright lambent flames, and kindled vapours rifey 
Sweep glaring thro' the dofk, and ftrike the won^ 

t dering eyes. 
In oblique tracks the meteors blaze around. 
And fkim the furfacc of the marfhy ground, 
Unfeen by day, when, tyrant-like, the (un. 
Envious, admits no fplendor but his own. 
The liquid drops, that ooac from weeping trees. 
And fparkling flones with flar-like lufbe pleafe ; 
Even faplefs wood, improv'd by age, grows bright, 
Aad> what it wants in moiihirey gains in light* . 

While 



[ as ] 

While ripcn'd fruits, and milder fcafons lafl. 
And only empty clouds the ikies o'ercaft. 
Nymphs in lone deferts chant the rural lay, 
'Till the wing'd Hours bring on returning day. 
But when fierce wintery ftorms the forcft rend. 
And rattling hail, or fleecy fnows defcend ; 
When confcious birds, who know fuccecding times, 
Hafte from the cold, and feek for milder climes j 
The Elfin powers (who can at pleafure leave 
Aerial bodies, and new forms receive) 
Call off their vehicles, and freed from fenfe. 
Nor dread the ftorms, nor cold, when too intenic. 
The earthy Gnomes, and Fairy Elves are feen 
^^SS}^S ^^ loweft mines with bufy men ; 
There labour, dn the fruitlefs work intent. 
While deeper fnows the wonted dance prevent: 
Butfbolifh fwains the blooming Spring prefer, 
Th^ infant glory of the budding year ; 
Nature, as yet, is but imperfeft feen. 
And her weak produfts fhow a rawiih green : 
The flowers look gay, but lovely Autumn treats 
With ripen'd beauties, and fubftantial fweets ; 
Nor wants its flowei-s, while poppi.es grace the corn,- 
And azure cups the waving fields adorn. 
Fruits lov'd by rufUc taftes, of pleafing (how. 
On the wild hedge, andfcented briar grpw; 
And yellow leaves, the fairy Elfin's bed. 
Fly with the wind, and on the ground are fpread. 
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The friOcing Satyrs fqucezc the cluflcr'd grape. 
And the chafte Dryad fears the coming rape : 
Ripe mellow heaps from every tree are ihook. 
And bending corfi experts the ftiarpen'd hook ; 
Soon will the n^ding fheaves be borne away. 
And the dMK^ net inclofe th* unguarded prey. 
The friendly powers, who labouring peafants aid. 
Nymphs, and light fawns, frequent the woody ftiade ; 
But oft curs'd fiends quit their infernal home. 
And (hated guefts) in gloomy forefts roam. 
With glaring eyes affright the howling beaib. 
And .littler birds (brink clofer in their nefls. 
Earth would be heaven, if we might here enjoy 
Pleafure unmixt, and leave the bafe alloy. 
The greateft good has its attending ill. 
And doubtful blifs diftradts th' uncertain will. 
So teeming Autumn boafts her lufcious fruits. 
And plants of grateful tafte, and healing roots ; 
But ripens with like care the growing feeds 
Of baneful aconite, and noxious weeds. 
The deadly nightshade wanton youth deceives 
With fhining berries, and with fpreading leaves ;. 
Th' accurfed fruit invites with pleafing fhoWf» 
Fair as the damfen, or the (ky-^iy'd floe ; 
But ah i not ralhly trail thtf tempting iUs ; 
Too well you know, that beauty often kills : 

swia 
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Swift thjpo' tHe bones the fpreading venom flies, 
A deadly fleep hangs on his dofing eyes. 
And the loft wretch in raging frenzy dies. 
Now round its pole the fpiral hop entwifls. 
Like Thyrfif borne by Bacchus* antient pricfts. 
The hufband elm fupports th* embracing vines. 
And round its oak the ivy clofer twines. 
To Bacchus facred all, and prone to love. 
They (how what fuel muft the flame improve ; 
Love, blind himfelf» the mark would hardly know« 
But Bacchus takes the aim, and fets theJbow. 
Autumnal days a conftant medium boafl:, 
Nor chap the ground with heat,, nor dry with froft* 
Nature on all her finifli'd labour fmiles. 
And the glad peafant reaps the grateful fpoils ; 
Winds fliake the ripen 'd feeds on parent earth. 
And thus impregnate for fucceeding birth. 
The tufted cod with future harveft fwells, 
While weighty feeds fall from their native cells, . 
And near their mother-flem : but fmaller kinds. 
Far from their homes, ire borne by fweeping winds ; 
The atoms fly, wafted on every breeze. 
Hence mofly threads enwrap the talleft trees ; 
Herbs of ilrange forms on higheft rocks are found. 
And fpreading fern runs o'er the barren ground. 
But, Goddefs, you negled your wonted care, 
(While blighted orchards mourn, the nymphs der 
fpair;) 
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Nor love (as once) to fee the handed bowh. 
When tipling ruftics cheer their droughty (ohIs, 
Avid tread with faltring fteps th' unequal ground^ 
While humble cots with wayward mirth rcfound* 
Succeeding bards, in rural fecrets fkill'd. 
Shall teach the Twain t' enrich the barren field ; 
The prophet's infpiration never ends. 
But with a double portion ftill defcends. 
Poets, like rightful kings, can never die. 
Heaven's facred ointment will the throne fupply. 
And Tityrus, when he draws his lateft breath. 
Will to fome darling youth the valued pipe bequeath. 
So tuneful inieds, fed by morning dew. 
Who in warm meads the daily fong renew; 
(True poets they) laugh at approaching want. 
And carelefs iing, and mock the labouring ant ; 
But foon bleak colds the wanton throng furprize. 
And the whole race (ah ! too unpitied) dies : 
And yet returning heat, and fultry days, 
Reftore the fpedes, and new fongilers raife. 
The Goddefs will not long forget her care. 
But lofs of fruit with future crops repair. 
No more fhall blading winds the harveil grieve. 
Or blighted buds autumnal hopes deceive. 
The youth, wcll-pleas'd, will daily thanks repeat. 
While loaden branches groan beneath thejr weight* 
As from fait waves are drawn the fweeter rains, :. . 
And cheerful flreams, thatfwell the fat^n-d plains. 

So 



t i7 1 

So from oojr griefi facceeding pleafares floir; 
Grafted on crabs the faireft appks grow. 
Bitter» and fweets in the fame cup are thrown. 
And prickly thiftles have the fofteft downr" 

Thus faid the nymph, and Piecas thus replied^ 
Pfecas, who gives the herbs their various pride : 
She Nature aids^ and is the fylvan power, 
That ihapes the leaf, and paints the woody flower : 
She blanches lillies to their lovelielik whiter 
Whofe fkin-like beauty pleafes human £ght : 
Hence, the blue vervains grace the humble fhade. 
And drowzy poppies are in fcarlet clad : 
Unerring forms the growing plant receives. 
She rounds the ftem, and points th' indented leaves;^ 

** Who (faid the nymph) would £ng of bleating 
flocks. 
Or hanging goats that browze on craggy rocks? 
When antient bards have rifled all the ftore. 
And the drain'd fubjed can afford no more. 
Nor Cuddy now, nor Colin would engage ; 
Eclogue but ill becomes a warlike age. 
In antient times the ihepherd's fong would pleafe, y 
When pious kings enjoy'd the ihepherd's eafe, v 
And monarchs iat beneath the fhadowing trees, j 
When thofe firft happier ages were no more. 
But curil ambition ftill increas'd with power ; 
When crouded towns fiird the deferted plain. 
And craving paflions a new life began. 
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The peaceful woods were not fo foon forgot, 
Th' uneafy foul her wonted pleafure fought : 
Rea{bn» when free and undifturb'd, approves 
The pleaiing penfivenefs of thoughtful groves : . 
Hence twifted bowers, and cooling grots were made 
To imitate, at leaft, the rural fhade. 
But men, by furies urg'd, and curft by fate. 
All that is calm and inoffenfive hate ; 
Guilt muft prevail, and bloodfhed never ceafe ; 
Nations are faid to be undone by peace. 
Too well yon know, who oft, unfeen, repair 
To whifpering courts, enwrapped in fineft air ; 
In clofets fit, and unfufpe&ed hear 
What the great vulgar feign, the little fear. 
3y night, while fwains dream of fuccefsful loves, 
The Foreft-Genii wanton in their groves, 
And o'er thcplattedheath the Fairy-Demon roves: 
But, when grey dawn awakes from pleafing reft 
The yawning peafant, and difturbs the beaft, 
Thro'ftreets, and noify crowds, they range unknown^ 
And mark the condud of the fadious town. 
Britannia's fons, like thofe of monftrous birth. 
When ferpents teeth were fown in furrow'd earth ; 
Bnilam'd with rage, and prone to mutual hate. 
With baneful ftrife diftraft th' endangered ftate. 
War is now thought the panaceal good ; 
Quacks know no other cure but letting blood, 

i Even 
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Even when th* expiring wretch already faintf, * 
And not a lancet, but a cordial wants. 
Thofe who could wilh all temples (hut bcfidc. 
Ne'er think the gates of Janus fet too wide; 
For endlefs flaughter, as a blefling pray ; [lay !* 
Farewell the humble mufe, and (hepherd's peacefu! 

She faid, and all the nymphs with forrow heard^ 
When, clad in white, an heavenly form appeared ; 
A leavy crown adorn'd her radiant head, 
Majeftic were her looks, and thus (he faid : 

** Unbodied powers are not confin'd to floods^ 
To purling rivulets, or to fhady woods. 
Kind demons on ungrateful man attend, 
Obferve his fleps, and watch the hated fiend. 
The fame good Genii guard the harmlefs fheep. 
When wearied Damon lies in thoughtlefs fleep ; 
The fame, whofe influence aids th*unfettled flate> 
And gladly haflens on the work of fate. 
Rome*s fecond king enjoy'd a fairy dame» 
To lonely woods the royal pupil came ; 
To Numa's leflbnsy and the Elftn-Bride, 
Rome all her grandeur ow'd, and future pride* 
Blefs'd powers, and beings of the highefl rank. 
Not love the flowing flream, nor flowery bank. 
Clad in etherial light, the purer mind 
Scorns the bafe earth, and was for heaven defign'd# 
Inferior orders have a meaner home. 
And here in wUds, and woody mazes roam. 

To 
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To loi'Acd Magi we ilrange fpells impart^ 
Myfteries difclofey and tell the fecret art. 
With J&cred mifletoe the Druids crown'd, {round. 
Sung with the nymphs, and danc'd the pleaiing 
But vulgar thoughts confound celeflial forms 
"With envious fiends, who faife dcftruftive ilonns ; 
And harmlefs elves, that fcuttle o'er the plain. 
Are rank'd with furies doomed to endlefs pain. 
Mortals, to earth and mean delights inclin'd, . 
No pleafure in abftraded notions find : 
Ufms'd to higher truths will not believe 
Aught can exift, but what their eyes perceive ; 
Tho' to good demons they their fafety owe, 
Few are thofe happy, who their guardians know. 
But hear, ye nymphs; indulge no caufelefs fears, 
I know the lafting joys of coming years. 
I,. Britain's kind Egeria, will prote^ 
The loyal patriot, and his fchemes direft. 
All do not hate the plain, nor fly the woods ; 
Fields have their lovers, and the groves their gods. 
If Bolingbroke and Oxford, with a fmile, 
Rewajd the fong, nor fcom the meaner ftyle ; 
Each bleeding tree fhall tell the ihepherd's flame. 
And in its wounds preferve the growing name. 
Swains to tranfmitted pipes fhall long fucceed. 
And fort with artful hand th' unequal reed. 
The birds on every bough will liftening throng. 
And noify, drive to drown the envied fong. 
f Echo 
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Echo to diitant rocks fliall waft the tale, ' 
And reach with borrow'd founds the loweft vale ; 
While the glad lambs purfue the circling round, 
Fdfk wanton, and o'er graiTy ridges bound. 
Would * he again the better choice approve. 
Who once of Henry fung, and Emma's love ; 
Would he (a grateful guefl) to woods repair. 
And private eafe prefer to public care. 
The nymphs would learn his fong, their own forget,' 
And little fawns the moving tale repeat. 
Peace fiX)m negleded pipes will wipe the duft. 
When ufelefs arms are doom'd to cankering ruil# 
No disaded founds ihall fcare the finny race. 
Or fright the Triton from his lov'd embrace. 
The bufy Naiads cleanfe polluted floods. 
And nymphs frequent the long-deferted woods. 
The river- gods hug the declining urn ; 
All to their llreams, or to their (hades return. 
When civil wars diHurb'd the Roman ftate. 
And Brutus haflen'd on his juiber fate ; 
While falfe-nam'd liberty, and doubtful claim. 
Madded the world, and fann'd Aledo's flame ; 
The fwain was injur'd, and his fong forgot. 
And Tityrus only by his flocks was fought. 
But when Odavius had the nations freed. 
And every realm its rightful lord obey'd ; 
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The God look'd down on the negleded groves. 
And dcign'd to hear of peace, and foftcr loves ; 
Fields and their owners were with leifure blefs'd. 
And Mantua's ihepherd had his wrongs redrefs'd* 
So firil the mountain tops are touched with light. 
And from the gloomy vales the fwain invite; 
While mifts below, and intervening clouds. 
Call a deep dufk on all the frowning woods. 
The'ihaded meadows view, with envy, round 
The diflant fplendor of the rifing ground ; 
But foon the fpreading rays, expanded, move. 
And, ftreaming like a deluge froin above. 
Sweep o'er the gladfome field, and dart thro' 

every grove. 
By foreign wars intefline fa^ions thrive. 
The dam deftroy'd, the imps not long furvive ; 
Tumultuous hurry an advantage gives 
Both to the little, and the greater thieves. 
A guilty ad is in confuiion hid, 
When bufy times a nicer fearch forbid ; 
So crafty fiih, of clearer dreams afraid, 
Lie hid in eddies, which themfelves have made. . 
Touch'd with the rofe, the jetty beetle dies. 
And from the fpicy hills the vultur flies ; 
So bafer fouls abhor the fweets of peace, 
Whofe privajte gains by public lofs incr^fe. 
When noify ftorms deluge the dropping leaves. 
The penfive lark retires, and filent grieves ; 

But 
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But cjiattering birds joy at th' expeftcd flood, - 
And with mixt clamours watch the teeming cloud | 
For^hen (a grateful prey) the horned fnaiJ, 
And: worms, o*er moiflcn'd clouds, their folding 

bodies trail* 
Defigning men the public welfare hate, 
Who cannot rife but on a ruin'd date. 
Batfe fouls will always keep their native ilain. 
And rooted paffions will th' afcendant gain. 
The worm, when once become a fpotted fly. 
And, borne on gaudy wings, it mounts on high, ' 
Uochang'd admires the ordure, whence it fprung, 
At\d feeds with pleafure on its native dung. 
But ileady patriots will jufl fchemes purfue. 
Nor fear the rage of the difcarded few, 
Who, prone to caufelefs change, unwearied ftrive. 
Old crimes repeat, and baifted plots revive. 
Eternal infamy rewards their pains, 
Atid, tho* the flame is out, the llench remains. 
What fpecious-colour'd fraud, or fecret fnare. 
Can St. John's prudence 'fcape, or Oxford's care ? . 
Difeafes.oft prov6 fatal, when conceal'd. 
But ripen'd fores, if lanc'd, are fooneft heal'd. 
Slow Lentulus, and rafh Cethegus join. 
And with ambitious Catiline combine ; 
Wretches who, only in deftruftion fkill'd, 
Try to pull down, what they could never build ; 

i Vol. IX. D Bu^ 



t 84 1 

Bat, when intent to Tpring the fudden min^ ' 
One Cicero can blaft the bafe deiign. 
So when black ftorxns caft up the boilinrg deep. 
And envious winds difturb the Triton's fleep ; 
The fhepherd, who the watry ^oaflid hears, 
Shuddering at diftance, for his pafture fears ; 
Thinks with hlmlclf^ when will the tomalt ceafe> 
Or what kind power ean warrii^ floods appeafe ? 
But th' ocean-gods, roused from their (oosy beds. 
The trident ^grafp, and nod their Mbdy heads | 
The waves n^bak*d, fear to appr«XEiCh the fhore. 
And all i^ hujAiM^and winds are heard no more* 
Peace guides her fteps, as St. John leads the way, 
And all her Iktie l>eves around him play : 
When he arr^vM; Ftanee (the &t(t time) confefs'd 
Her codrt eclipsed by a politer gf«ei;]; . 
Unwilling ^itM Britdmiia has her thanns. 
And is as ftrong in ^eloqiMnce, oa arm6. 
When St. John (\^9ks^ who would refafe to hear f 
Mars fmboths hi^ brow, and Paiias drops her fpeart 
A thouiand graois on his lips are hung. 
And Suada-i^ h^ neder from his tongue. 
When tHld fdQ»cio&» <^att& diftrading hate» 
And party-clamours (way the vmna debate ; 
Such eloquence the tumult ofver-niles. 
Like falling drops, it foftens, and it cools ; 
It calms th' enrag'd, and draws the ftubbom minds^ 
And to th' unwilling bread a pa/Tage finds; 

Ncrvouf 



I 15 1 

Nenrotts^ yet fmooth, the heart it gently fleals* 
Lik^ wine it fparkles, bat like oil it heals. 
He with his country fhares one common fate, 
^11 St. John love, but who Siitaiinia hate. 
Kennet of late negle^ hi^ broken urn. 
And St. John's abTence all the Pryads mporn. 
Not Qall\)s <mce in woods was fo bek)y'd» 
Whofe luckle64an« the nyj9ph& tQ pity mov*d* 
Heaven has iti^bofcii^^fay^fiies^ .^^^m thoie. 
With partial toid^ its d)9ubled ^ bestows: 
While commf»ifMi^» Uk^ «OiSU^ Jii£& laid by» 
Are. not prepadr'd ^ take,^« b^gklff.4}^* 
The kingly jD^stengroft i^he b^iwg^ -4 4^W»> 
Whofe vifcous.fvii^eeif the »wp^r,ftnibs» refofe; 
And every mttghboajriftg *B«t^HBg}cft9d grieyest 
But willing fynmdfi ^itiHiiUit^^^i^J^^ves^ 
St- John the^^oodsg mi fcueety^fw^icvy^ 
Where Natuw^* pidde pMfiiia»)g af t iwtproyes. 
New beauties fhow themfelveaito4eari;ir.viewsy 
And themeit ofttoufeh'ii jmpeft the 9i^fai mufe ; 
The vegetable worlds n^gt^Aed tifw 
And flowers iMigathcf '4 ftU^-m^ naQwkf^ die* 
Thoufands efoapc^ hid jn the iMreffii^thfong^ 
Unknowa Co Mteer^a* or tOvCowt^^ ^g* 
You> Pfecas, know, in ftedy labotu* jfluird, % 
What various herbage fateea'd paftures yield, . V 
And what onaiuBber'dkinds adorn the field, J 

D 2 Whofe 



Whcfe fading beauties pafs without regard, 
While every drooping herb upbraids the bard. 
What learned fong will Nature's care impart. 
By what kind inftinft, and unftudied art, 
The numerous li^tives of the fheltering wood 
Avoid their dangers, or procure their food ? 
What verfc has told, how fmaller rivals wage 
Unequal war, and with th^ toad engage ? 
They, Argtis-like, are fet ar<ound with eyes. 
And, hung ofr (IHten threads , the foe furprizc ; 
Spit on the pbi(bii<Ht3 wretch inbreMeadly bane. 
Who, deeplyi wbtimled,^ feek the raging pain. 
Swift up hex^ pendent Womb Arachne climbs. 
While he fcarte ti-ttils al6rtg %is tortur'd limlw ; 
But careful will the healing plantain find, 
(Plantain to ondeferving creature kind) 
Whofe fovercrgtt he^ the retiom^d juice expels. 
And now the bloated wtetch with innite poifbn 

fwells. •■■■"■■'■ 
Or how the fpeckled fnlttkei theii* prey furprize. 
And with hot fennel rub their weaker eyes ; 
They, when tiieblodm'of warmer fpring begins, 
Caft off, as Wom-^out doaths, their floughy Ikins ; 
With early youth, tetOhring vigour blcft, 
Braudifh the tongue, and naife the azure creft. . 
Ants prudent bite the ends of hoarded wheat, 
Lefl growing feeds their future hopet defeat ; 

Audi 
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And when they confcious fcent th^ gathering rain^.: 
Draw ^own their windy eggs, and pilfer'd grains j. 
With fummer's toil, and ready viands fill 
The deepeft caverns of their puny hill ; 
There lie fecure, and hiig their treafur'd goods, 
Amif fafe in labour'd cells, they mock the coming 

floods. 
A thoufand kinds unknown in foreils breed, 
A nd bite the leaves, and iiotch the growing weed ; 
Have each their ieveral laws^^ind fettled ^ates. 
And conftant fyn(tpa'thies, aad con:ftant hates ; 
Their changing forms na artful verfe defcribes. 
Or how fierce war deilroy« ^e wandering tribes* 
How prudent Nature feeds her various young. 
Has been, if not untold, ^t l^afl unfung. 
To th' infedtrrace the Mu(e her aid denies. 
While prouder men the little ant deipife. 
But tbo' the bulky kinds are eafy known. 
Yet Nature's {kill is moll in little ihown ; 
Befide that man, by fome kind demon. taught* 
Has fecrets found, that were of old unibught. 
Labooriotts wights have wonderous opticft made^ 
Whofe borrow'd iight the curious iearcher aid, « 
And ihow, what heaven to common view denies. 
Strange puny Ihapes, unknown to vulgar eyes. 
So (hadowy forms, and iportive demons fly. 
Wafted on winds, and not perceiv'd when nigh ; 

D % 'Unfeen 



Unfeen tKey Cwtep along the grafTy plains^ 

And fcttd unfeen before the whirling (wains* 

But to thofe feers, in northern ifle» confin'd^ 

Inur'd to cold, and hardened by the wind, 

Th' indulgent powers have given a fecond fig.ht» 

That kens the airy fylph, and wandering fprite. 

No flitting elf the fubtle eye efcapes. 

When wanton genii fport in antic fhapes. 

Men Nature, in her fecret work, behold, 

Untwift her fibres, and her coats unfold ; 

With pleaTure trace the threads of fbingy roots» 

The various textures of the ripening ^its ; 

And animals, that carelefs live at eafe, 

To whom th6 leaves are worlds, the dtops are fea*. 

If to the fini(h*d whole fo little goes. 

How fmall the part* that muft the whole compofc ! 

Matter is infinite, iftd flill defccnds i 

Man cannot khOw where lefferiing Nature ends. 

The azurfe dye, Whkh plurtis in autumn Soaft^ 

That handled fedfe, and at a touch is loft. 

Of faireft fli6^, is all a living heap ; 

A»d rouhd theii' little world, the monfters creep. 

Who wOuld On colour dote, or pleafing forms. 

If beauty^ when' difcorerM, i* biit worms ? 

When the waim faring puts forth the opening bud. 

The wakened infers find their ready food ; 

But when the fummefHiays dilate the gem. 

Stretch out the leaves, and fix the growing ftem. 

They 
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They die unjjcnown, and numeroas kihda fucceedt 
That bafk, in flowers» or eat the ranker we^d ; 
Wanton in fultry heat, and keep their placet 
*Till autumn-fruits produce a different race. 
But tho' a thoufand themes invite the Mufe, 
Yet greater fubjeft? will from mean excufe ; 
They claim th^ gr^^eful fong, whofe prudent care 
Has quench'd the walking, flames of endlefs war. 
Late civil r^ge alarm'd the trembling woods, 
And.burfting fulphur fcair'd xhc fyly»n-gods. 
W?x feU'4 Ae^eqsitjii^ jQ^T^ding hayock made» 
The nymphs w4A hapdlyfiAd a iheltering (hade. 
Now, withiefs frigj^tfttl ippnds the fields are blcft. 
The f\yaiu9.)^y9 leifurc* aod 1^^ kind has reft. 
Fa£lion, that Hyi^ is no longer fear'd. 
Her heads are lopp'd». and aU tfy^ wounds are fear'd^ 
When innoyatingibheiaes ftfi;ceAId*s prove. 
They do btt^faftenii. what they lyould remove. 
So reftjcfs .winds would fly mf^^ont rcilraint, 
Sweep down the corn, and bead tbe gsowing plants 
But^ller trees withftaod tbe^r giddy haile* 
And break the fiuy tof the coming blaft ; 
They angry tear the lo^vesi find blight the fruit* 
But ilcesigthenydulethty.ihake»andfix thefpreading 
Be ililUye .afpii^rbosghs^Qor reliefs fcare* [root. 
With bufy trembling leaves* $bt liftening hare; 
And cea&9 yc infc&s, who* to plants, unkind* 
Of gnaw the root, or bite the fofter rind j 
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Silent attend, while I Britannia blefs. 
And fmg the future joys of lading peace. 
Viftoria long her fruitlcfs labour mourn'd ; 
Without cfFedl her annual work return *d. 
One blow to Caefar gave the deftin'd throne ; 
Philippi made the Roman power his own. 
Svtift as a ray, (hot from the riiing fun, 
Pella's immortal youth hia Perfia won. 
But conqueft now is ftopp*d by every fort ; 
Eloodfhed is cheap, and war becomes a fport ; . 
In vain the captains fall, the heroes bleed ; 
Frefh viftims to the facri£ce fucceed. 
So doubtful hills the weaned pilgrim fees. 
And flattering pro^ds give a fancied eafe ; 
Del u five hopes compel his fainting feet 
To climb th' afcent, and pafs the fteepy height : 
That fummit gained, far diflant moantains rife, 
Whofe towering ridges meet the forrowing eyes. 
And, pain rcnew'd, the wiilh'd-for reft denies. 
Ten years oouldHe^r coming fate retard. 
And from th' iufvltijig Greek his Ilium guard* 
Yet waving'heaps» «s antient ballads tell. 
The doubtful ruins of old Troy conceal ; 
Now ten campaigttSi and battles jearly won. 
Transfer no kingdom, and no king dethrone* 
But pitying Anna ends the fruitlcfs toil, 
Slood ihall no more enrich Flanderian foil. 
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l^m her the injur'd States expedl redrefs ; 
She, who maintain'd the war, mud make the peace* 
She gives the power, whatever fide prevails, 
Where-e'er the balance is, fhe holds the fcales. 
To her they all commit their common caufe. 
She fets their limits, and confirms their laws ; 
Porjtions divides, and gives to each his fhare. 
The, right of birth, or the reward of war. 
All muft the juil impartial hand acquit, 
And thofe who cauifelefs murmur-*— will fubmit* 
^o when th' Almighty, with an awful nod. 
Made the rude Chaos own a greater God, 
The blended elements, that long had firove. 
Would not fo ready join in mutual love : 
But, firft, the purer parts their .places took, 
Afid fubtle fire the meaner mafs forfook : 
The war continued with the bafer kind. 
While feas were loth to be by Chores confin*d. 
Or 4irth to have the loxveft place affignM. 
Anna has long enrich'd the powers allied. 
Their want of treafure, and of troops fupplied ; 
Yex they, as wrong'd» with awkward ftat« complain, 
Infatiate third ! and would new empires gain. 
So wanton children fport in carelefs play^ 
And flumbering lie, or toy the hours away ; 
Heedlefs they live, nor fwcat for daily bread. 
Yet cry, and murmur, if they arc not fed. 

a... , The 
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The Belgk ftates forget their former mom, 
Jlutyfwoln with bloated pride, and mighty grows. 
New conquers feek, and deem' the world their I 

own. 

Nor raviih'd feas, nor India's fpicy plants* 
Content their wiihes, or fuffice their wants* 
So when fierce raint waih down the leiTen'd hills* 
And redden'd floods increafe the fwelling rills ; 
The fwift anited itreams hafte to the plain. 
And fwampy meods the gathering waters drain. 
Each ndighbosriag hill, atxl every rifing mound* 
Barrens itielf t' enctc^ the lower ground : 
No mciilnne can fnffica tk* infatiate weeds, 
CrefTes, an4 ^Inivy mih, and flaggy reeds* 
Sunk in their.i&na> tlie:mai:Ay vales below 
Scorn tho&v toiwhonr their heriops foch rankoefs owe | 
Their rub)ed.latethey confident deny, 
And lowcft £dii6 wtll-eaU themfelives the Highf 
Ceafe, ye^ufitkinking hiUs, and flrtve tt6 4ii<tit 
To fwelUh'wgmteful bogs witkJa* ceo lavlfliftor^ 
The foreigitcealiBs^ whom AniMi'4 turmB fttftain'd, . 
Now b^)aft of pdvver^ as tb^ befiird:con|>lain'd9 
So he, who bafidy tempts the ttirtnoos dune. 
In fofter wonis;con0eals theguUty fismiei ~ 

The trcmbluig^iifiplisitit her refentmeiipl^ fears. 
And <adds to itioiving words more moving tears s 
But if the fair refiife. with jafter pride, . . 
And prudent fcorn, what ought to be denied ; 

The 
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The tftViiher confefs'd refames the fwori^ 
And rudely threatens, whom he once ador'd» 
But none will long the offer'd peace refufe» 
Left what was conquer'd, they as certain lofe* 
In vain the hireling troops their courage boaft> 
Victoria fees not there her favourite hoft. 
The Germ^ chief retir'd, nor could purfue 
The well*laid Schemes his warlike fancy drew* 
Men cannot guefs th' events «f future time* 
Ambition is the growth of every dime ; 
None can the riic or faiil of empires know. 
Where power aowefobs, it may as fadden flow. 
Gallia has oft, and oft has haughty Spain, 
Indulged their hopes of univeyrfal reign. 
And in revolving years may offiagtain. 
The Gods awhile leem to deferve^o leis. 
And, fmiliag, flatter princes with foccefs. 
By wondrooi turns the heiavexily pouo^s are known^ 
And baffled'fbh^dies fuperior guidaaor own. 
Heaven hasietboafids toe^dry nfiag fUte, 
And kingdoms h«m theiir barner&iKM by fate. 
An infant will the Gallic priac* fiicoeed» 
The fword is fheatk'd j no> mone the nations bleed* 
That kingdom hantiy can ttfelf defend. 
Where children ragn, add fk^ioi»brds contend. 
OnceGallia^s ihore to Albion's clifs was join'd, 
•Till feas grew nmgh, and Ncreus was unkind ; 

Tho» 
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Tho' lengthen'd wars may fome diftruil create, " ^ 
And foW the fpreading feeds of vulgar hate; 
Again they may a Under union prove, . 
And join in mutual aid, and mutual love. 
Nor ^all the firififh line enfurance need. 
Or Belgic powers determine, who fucceed. 
For monarchy is heaven's peculiar care. 
But foreig'n aid is worfe than civil war. 
The promis'd fuccour is an handle made. 
And a pretended reafon to invade ; 
When crafty HengiH with his Saxoas came 
To aid the ifle, and fix the doubtful claim ; 
The eafy Britains th^ falfe friend believ'd. 
And with fond joy the hoftiJe troops received ^ 
But Druids, taught by Nymphe, repining fate. 
And faw the coming ills, ai^d knew Britan^iia's fate. 
And now. the ^ritiih fleets in fouthern feae, 
)Vith fpreading fails the wondering Nereids pleafei 
In havens, eril unknown, they proudly ride. 
While the. glad Tritons force the lazy tide: 
Tois'd with frefli gales the wanton flreamers flow. 
Nor dread, the ftorms above, nor rocks below : 
The powers protect, who rule the reillefs fea. 
And winds themfelves their fteerage will obey. 
The Nymphs fhall hide no more from human fight - 
But with their loveliell forms the bard invite : 
Swift Fawns in open view (hall fcour the plains, * 
And be, as, once, familiar with the fwains : 
''■..■ The 
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The harmlets elves, m every meadow feciT, 
Wifl-dance at mid-day on the public green : 
Pan, and the (hepherd-youth fhall loving iit 
Beneath one tree, and fport in ruftic wit ; 
In the fame fhade alternate fongs repeat, f teat- 
While -/Egle helps the maid to prefs the ftreaming 
But now the huntfman takes his ufual round, ■ 
W{iile liftening foxes hear th' unwelcome found ; 
And early peafants, who prevent the day. 
May hither chance unweening guide their way j 
For fee — the grayifh edge of dawn appears. 
Night her departure mourns in dewy tears. 
The goblins vanifli, and the Ei^n queen 
Foregoes the pleafures of the trampled green. 
Nature's unwilling to be rouz'd fo ibon. 
And earth looks pale on the declining modn; 
The nimble hours drefs out th* impatient fun. 
While riling fogs, and whifpering gales fore-l'ttn* 
The bats, a doubtful kind, begin their flcep. 
And to their cells the darken'd glow-worms creep; 
The coming day, the confcious infedls grieve. 
And with flow hafte the grateful herbage leave. 
Wreathe o'er the grafs, and the moift path purfoe^ 
Streaking with vifeous (lime the ihining dew ; 
In f9mc clofe fhade a friendly covert find. 
And parent earth receives the reptile kind* 
Guilt, and the day diflurb the wily fnakes. 
And urchins hide their theft in thorny brakes. 
- . AU 
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All fly. the fan, and feek a cool retreat^ ** 

Nor envy fwariDS* who joy in icorching heat** 

She faid, and fudden all the £lfin Fair 
Vaniih'd unfeen, and mixt with tracklefs air. 

But thou» O Wyndham, who didil ne'er difdaiil 
The fhepheid'a gift, nor {com the rural ibain ; 
(Tho* to no pompous found the ear inclines. 
While the mean fenfe is propt by ftronger lines) 
Accept the fyivan fong*r— 
With pleafiog look the fearful hard receive; 
You bad him iirft the hmnble cottage leave ; 
Ready to praifOf and willing to excuie. 
You gave afiiiranQe to the baAiful Mtt6. 
How, would I xnfTft describe a genenras nuBd, 
Improv'd by Hudy, and by courts re£n'd ? 
But you (ah I too refolv'd) will not allow 
The verfe to tell, what men already know ; 
^nvy itfelf their ooadud mnft approve. 
Whom the prince hoaaars, and the people love* 
7ho' you» in this^ nnkind deaay the bard 
The only fnkgefi: can his pains reward. 
You cannot make the tuneful Dryads ceafe. 
If or Goddeffira wiU €nf of whom diey pleafe ; 
Long will thegratefttl woods your name repeat. 
And Wyndham be the theme, when next the Dryadi 
meet. 
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THE OAK AND DUNGHILL; 

A FABLE. 
£t vincere inslorinm, ct «Ueri ibrdidum^ Brbitabatvr* 

TAClTUt* 

ON a fair mead a duBghill lay^ 
Tiat rotting finoak^d, and ftank away | 
To an excefllvt bignefs giowBy 
By nightmen's labonn on him throws. 
Ten thottfand nettles from him fprungi 
Who ever came hut near was itimg« 
Nor ever failed he to produce 
The baneful hemlock's deadly juke : 
Such at oif old at Athens grew^ 
When patriots thought it Fhocion's due ; 
And for the man its poiibn prcft» 
Whofe merit ihone abore the reft* 

Not far from henoe^ ftrong-^rooted fiood 
A fturdy oak; kfe}f a wood t 
With friendly height, o'eftopt the grovet 
And look!d the fr,voarite tiee of Jove* 
Beneath his hofpitdtie Ihade, 
The ihepherds all at leifure play'd ; 
They fear'd no ilorms of hail« or rain ; 
His boughs protend all the plain ; . 

G^TC 
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Gave verdure to the grafs around, 
Aiufbeautiiied the neighbouring grounds 
The gracious landlord joy*d to fee 
The profperous vigour of his tree ; 
And often fought, when in diftrefs. 
This oak's oracular redrefs : 
Sprung from the fam'd Dodonian grove. 
Which told to men the will of Jove. 
His boughs he oft with chaplets crown'd. 
With azure ribbons wreath'd them round ; 
And there, in golden letters wrought, 
** 111 to the man, who evil thought." 

With envious rage, the dunghill view'd 
Merit, with honour, thus purfued : 
Th* injuilice of the times he moan'd ; 
With inward jealoufy he groan'd. 
A voice at length pierc'd thro' the fmoke. 
And thus, the patriot dunghill fpoke : 

** If a proud look forerun a fall, 
And infolence for vengeance call ; 
Dofl thou not fear, infulting oak ! 
The juft, th' impending hatchet'^s flrokc ? 
When all the farmers of the town, 
Shall come, with joy, to pull thee down ; 
And wear thy leaves, all blithe, and gay. 
Some happy Relloration Day : 
For 'tis refej-v'd to thofe good times, 
To punifh all thy m^tchlefs crimes. 
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Beyond the Alps, my mind no^v fees 
The man, fhall fell fuch traytor trees. 
To heaven^ 'tis true, thy branches grow ; 
But thy roots ilretch to hell below. 
Oh ! that my utterance could keep pace 
In curfing thee, and all thy race ! 
Thou plunderer ! grown rich by crimes : 
Thou Wolfey of thefe modern times ! 
Thoa curft Sejanus of the plain ! 
Thou flave, of a Tibcrian reign l- 
Empfon and Dudley ! -•-'Starand garter; ! •— 
A Knez ! — a Menzicoff i — ^Tartar I'' 

Th' aftoniih'd farmers all around 
Stood gaping, at th' impetuous founds ~ v ' 
The dunghill in high triumph lay, 
■ And fwore the oak had nought to fay. 
His work was done ; — the farmers all 
Might gather round, and fee him falL 
Not fo th' event — the oak was feen 
To flourifli more, in frelher grecn^ 
By fcandal unprovok'd he ftood ; 
And anfwer'd thus, the heap of mud : 

" When Folly, Noifc, and Slaadcr rage. 
And Calumny reforms the age ; 
They, in the wife no paffions raife ; 
Their clamours turn to real praife. 

Vol. IX. E Yet 
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Yet fure, hard-fat^d is the tree 

Reduc'd to fpatter dirt with thee. 

Soon fhould a branch, from off my fide* 

Chaftiie thine infolence and pride» 

Did not the wife obtain their ends. 

As well from enemies as friends. 

Thus, forae increafc thy heap receives. 

Even from the falling of my leaves ; 

Which, like falfe friends, when dropt from me, 

AiGmilate, and turn to thee. 

But be they thine : — New feafons fpread 

New honours o'er my rifing head." 

1728. 
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THE THEORY OF TEARS; 

A FRAGMENT. 
BY WILLIAM STEV£NSON> ESq^ 
Sunt lachrymae reruxn — 

T£ars> which the bar-rang'd orators command^ 
Are tears of pleafure for the fee in hand ; 
The greater this, the more abundant thofe. 
Rated by price, as wine by meafure flows. 
But wines a due hilarity impart. 
Their tears add gladnefs to the heavy heart. 
Grief, when iincere, by no vain proof appears. 
Too vaft for the parade of formal tears. 
So, in the Ikies when deep-charg'd thunders brew. 
No clouds defcend in rain, or melt in dew. 

On Tully's words when liftening fenates hung, 
Charm'd by the living magic of his tongue. 
Few tears fuffic'd ; for tears then learn'd to flow 
Lefs at the call of lucre than of woe. 
Once from the ofFer'd hand your fee withdraw. 
That key which opes the cabinet of law ; 
Tears then no more fliall their full fluices break. 
Nor eyes amid the dew of rhetoric ^—fpeak : 

E z Thus 
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Thus, when the flcy a gloom of vapours (hrouds* 
Thunders would mutter words thro' watery clouds. 
Alike fo far, each here the vcrfe confines. 
That both are empty marks, and paflive figns ; 
Thefe, from the touch of flames etherial rolPd, 
I'hofe, from the no lefs fubtile touch of ^Id. 
This maxim then how much the truth beyojid, 
** Hearts mull with eyes for ever correfpond :'* 
Rcverfe the adage, and behold it true, 
{f you mankind thro* no falfe. optics view. 

T^ie dodlor's tears, if. dolors weep at all. 
That foqn.his patient will recover, fall. 
Each falient vein, that vibrates flill to health* 
Beats in repugnance to the pulfe of wealth. 
• "EmhSxgm that to a happy crifis tends, 
A t^or refiftlefs to its orbit fends. 
But here the pointed fatire fain would flop, 
Jpy too, like forrow, bqafts her pearly drop. 
From fleecy clouds, o^ which the fun-beam phySp 
Oft/alls the dew-fliower interfpers'd with rays : 
Let Candor then, who fcorns the partial plan, 
Sonnetimes mifiake the do6lor for a man. 

<* All hope is gone ! fee how the doftor cries, 
" His tears, ah ! fpeak in filence from his eyts I 
** Good, tender man 1 — But fay, dear doftor, fajtt 
** Is it too certain what your looks betray ? 
" JJas Phyflc now no laft refource. to try? 
** Aftd ;p.uft the fweet, the lovely patient— die? 

" But 
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** Bat furc the dire difcafe, in luAIefs how, 
** O'er youth and flrength can fcarcely boaft the 
*« Not yet attained the fever's wonted height, [power; 
** To make our noon-day hopes all fet in night.'* 

" No ! heaven be prais'd !" with fervor- lifted eyes, 
•* My tears are tears of joy," the doftor cries; 
*' No more the fever's heats internal burn, 
*' No more deliriums, big with fate, return. 
*' Mix thofe few cordials, and your fear^ abate, 
** Our patient's in a convalefcent ftate.'* 
Short triumph ! his lank purfe fo empty felt, 
Each eye would fain from other motives melt. 
Now certain hopes health's kind prognoftics give j 
So foon cur'd patients, how fhall dodlors live ? 
Men muft debauch, take fevers, faint and rave. 
Few hopes attend them, and late periods fave ; 
Their fatal fnares muft wine and women fpread. 
Or dodlors go a begging for their bread. 
But ufelefs is the hint, if meant as fuch. 
Mankind are fure too complaifant by much, 
To fuffer thofe, who kindly them preferve 
From fell difeafe, and death itfelf, to ftarve. 

Now to the pulpit turns the mufe*s eye. 
There, haply, tears from proper fonts to fpy ; 
For fure, if fuch us any where o'ertake, 
Altho' with-held for friendlhip's prefling fake, 
Tho' rarely found in roftrums ; it muft be 
Where God dcfcends, and mortals bend the knee. 
E 3 Wher<i 
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Where tears fincere, in keaven's pure eye, difclofe 
A finer twinkle than the diamond fhows. 
Where all confefs, a tale that ftill begins. 
How much Religion fufFers by their fins. 
Religion ! that fublime and gracious plan. 
By which for angel we exchange the man. 

But hold — 'all honour to the facred gown, 
Tho' lefs rever'd the gem-encircled crown. 
A feoff contemptuous here, or laugh of fcorn» 
Were Virtue to decry, celeftial-born ; 
Were to defame the volume of the Ikies, 
Which, pcnn'd by hand divine, expanded lies:: 
Far more, for devils ad lefs monfirous parts. 
Were to craze JGod's image from our hearts : 
Degrade the gown, religion, and the text. 
You muft, dread thought ! dethrone Jehovah next. 
The perfon from the office we divide. 
To (hun the ftigma, or of guilt or pride ; 
Pride, that betrays a littlenefs of mind. 
And guilt, indeed, of an enormous kind. 

Tears, gufliing forth, the parfon's fight bedinv 
His eyes, like flars in mills, uncertain fwim ; 
Nor wonder tears his cautious lids beguile. 
For oh ! the melting pathos of his ftile ! 
Who can behold him, and refrain from tears. 
None, but the marble-Jiearted wretch who — hears. 
His head, his heart, his eyes, all correfpond. 
Like mutual friends, of one another fond. 

V,'At . 
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But, had he been from felf-complacence freed. 
His head, his heart, his eyes, had difagrced. 
Not joy, but grief, in tears had then indulged, 
Exprefs'd her feelings, and her doubts divulg'd. 
This vain parade of partial tears is fhown, 
Becaufe the preacher's to himfelf unknown. 
In big efFufive confcioufnefs they run. 
For what his pen, not wicked heart, has done. 
His pen's the i^ner ; nor lefs oddly true. 
His pen's the generous expiator too. 
Yet, flranger ftill ! dry eyes had fhown his {enfe. 
Had he furpriz'd his pen in one offence. 
What could he, all awake to feeling, more, 
Had he Jiimfelf been faulty o'er and o'er ? 
For afting ill (who can in ail excel ?) 
Sure heaven will pardon him for writing well. 
His fms, indeed, are multiplied he owns. 
As are his flock's, which hourly he bemoans ; 
But fay, ye adepts, how things fit to call. 
Has not his quill all-potent cancell'd all ? 
But this, not nature's, but the preacher's law. 
No tears can once but facerdotal draw : 
Hence, tho' the rapt felf-confcious paribn weeps. 
No fecial tear a well-bred cadence keeps ; 
Or, if a courteous drop vrith his confcnts, 
The cheek alone, but not the heart, relents : 
They weep, becaufe they fee, but liften not. 
Or, if they heard, the fubilance all forgot. 

r. -}. T^v^^ 
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Thus womcns eyes abundant ufc to flow, 

Afk them the reafon why ? — they do not know^ 

But fhall coarfe fatire quite engrofs the page» 
And thro' the numbers fpend its gloomy rage ? 
No ; let fome gentle fiibjeft cloie the fong. 
To the foft paflions fofter ftrains belong. 
The mufe increafing ardors too may feel. 
And kindle onward like a chariot- wheel. 
But not, as chariots raife the dufl around. 
Truth to obfcure, or reafon to confound. 

Tfears are the eye's pellucid dews, that fall 
At Pity's furamons, or at Mercy's call ; 
Tho' ruthlefs eyes oft-times affeft them too. 
As flones themfelves diftil a breathing dew. 
As fprings to earth, ail-gently they impart 
A kindly genial foftnefs to the heart. 
Tears, when the mind enjoys unruffled eafe. 
For forra-(ake fhed, or from defire to pleafe. 
Are like thofe rains thro' funfliine oft fent down 
From partial clouds, when nature wears no frown* 

Tears are the fpecial meflcngers akin 
To oracles,- on errands from within ; 
To tell mankind, beyond conjeftures vain, 
Thofe fec^ets friendihip only can explain ; 
What aftive paflions rife in tender ftrife. 
What foft affeftions touch the fprings of life* 
Tears are the filent language of the heart. 
That more, far more, than empty founds impart : 

By 
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By which it loves, o'erburden'd, to compl^ir. 
When words would but offend, or prove in vain* 
Tears eafc the foul in anguifh and defpair. 
Leaving a fadly-plealing languor there. 
Thus cWe-pent clouds diflblve in hafty fhowers^ 
By which the thunder loTes all i4s powers f 
By which the flty, far as the view unfolds, 
A temperature fcrene and*(bften'd holds. 
Tears are the gentle ftreams that off convey 
Thofe floods that would overwhelm us by delay ; 
The heart's big fwell, much by misfortunes griev'd> 
That heaving fdon would burft if not reliev'd* 
Tears are the tender proofs of love fmcere. 
In iilence fhed, whence no reports take air : 
Shed, as the tribute of congenial minds. 
While each a more than vulgar tranfport finds. 
Falfe eyes, indeed, may weep, if fame divulge. 
But true affedion only can indulge. 

Tears are the debt in pearly drops convey'd. 
But more than pearls in price, to merit paid ; 
In which none a^ the bale infolvent's part. 
But thofe whom Nature focm'd without a heart* 
Tears wait on vice, and oft on virtue too. 
As winter-clouds diffolve in fummer-dew. 
Tears, tho' the cheek a partial mark retain, 
Wafh out, if fhed aright, a fouler (lain ; 
Which, as it fainter and more faint appears. 
Makes angels envy human-kind their tears. 

Tears 
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Tears are the filent arguments to tell 
That man's immortal, tho' at firft he fell. 
Immortal— for he weeps for joy oft-times» 
Free from the fling of recoUefted crimes. 
And what can Nature's law thus counteraft ? 
What thus fenfation's fprings revers'd afiedl ? 
O ! thought fublime I ftrong proofs inculcate hence. 
How much inferior to the mind the fenfe ; 
Diflblv'd in tears, that feebly it reflcdb 
Back to the foul what rapturous ihe expeds. 
As Cynthia, tho' in fuU-orb'd glory bright. 
But faintly rcprefents her parent light : 
Thus men infer, the foul fuperior mufl 
Exiil apar^, when dufl returns to dull. 
For if the body impotent withftands 
Thofe tranfports ihe to infinite demands, 
Reafon dare promife her defires immenfe. 
As virtue's long-expeded recompence ; 
But when, or where, 'tis not for man to know. 
That full enjoyment fenfe can ne'er beflow 5 
. When matter lives in various forms no more. 
And all the farce of human life is o'er. 
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ON T H£ 

ILLNESS OF DR. TURNER, 

PRESIDENT OF C. C. C. OXFORD. 
BY DR. BASIL KENNET« 

HOW venerable Turner's lilver hairs ! 
How comely vigour crowns him at his prayers I 

With pleafing fanftity his wiiiiom fhines. 
Mellows each gift, and every grace refines. 
Learn'd and well-bred hi5 virtues eafy fit, 
Truth dwells with Love, and Candor tempers wit. 
The prophets fons arc honour'd with his choice, 
Form'd by his hand, and guided by his voice : 
With reverence we our father's years explore. 
Nor count them many, while we wifti them more. 
Born on acceflion to the Martyr's caufe. 
He fees the world at peace by Anna's laws : 
For Peace and Anna fcarce his vows he paid. 
His next important health our joys allay 'd : 
In the fweet calm a fudden florm appears. 
And with our gratitude excites our fears. 
Even I, by pining fevers melted down. 
Struck with his danger, well forgot my own. 

Each 
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Each private lofs is by his care fupplied ; 
And Fate can only wound us thro' his fide. 

Yet thus, withficknefsprov'd, new palms he gainsy 
His foul has raptures, while his body pains* 
Oft his learn'd charge is to his comfort brought. 
And oft his college rifes to his thought. 
More charms his conduft than his bounty yields. 
He's more a founder in the youth he builds. 
So good Antonius plac'd his life's extreme, 
(For claffic fenfe may fuit a Chriilian theme J 
Looks o'er the faithful volume of his age. 
Studies himfelf, and dwells on every page. 
There'* not one day that clouds his blifsful viewr 
One fcenc, but what he wifties to renew— 
ife moil extends his life, who moft employs. 
And he lives twice, who his pail life enjoys* 
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TO THE "REV. MR. FITZGERALD^ 

RECTOR OP WOTTON, SURRY, MDCCXXXV. 

WHile you enjoy a calm and cool retreat, [heat. 
Not vex'd by autumn's wind, or fummcr** 
Entrench'd within the bofom of the vale. 
You catch the morning fun, or evening gale ; 
Then trip the verdant lawn, and penfivc mufc. 
Or moralize within the gloom of yews : 
'Till jfomething ftarts to blame or to commend. 
To pleafe, furprize, and to inflruft a friend. 
The fands then lofe their barrennefs, for they 
Produce a cheerful fong, or moral lay. 
The villa, garden, mountain, meadow, rill, 
Rife.all-fpontaneous to the fertile quill ; 
Grow in your verfe, and grow to fair renowji; 
While others property you make your own. 

Forgive me, if the long-negleded lyre 
I touch, to warble lays thy lines infpire : 
If I the tender notes of friendfhip raifc. 
Yet greatly envy what I fondly praife. 
As humble as thy heart I view thy vill. 
Thy fong as lofty as yon chalky hill. 
I view thy mind, and, undeceiv'd, can tell 
. How tafic with true fimplicity can dwell ; 

How 
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How the calm didates of thy mind difpenfe 
Mirth to referve, and folitude to fenfe. 

See the great world, fee all its hufy ftrife 
Is but to wander thro' the maze of life : 
Tir'd, from the down of Pleafure's pamper'd bed. 
They rife, they yawn, are drcfs'd, fatigued, and fed: 
And, in the chafe of one laborious day, 
A thoufand errands make, or viiits pay. 
Afk, for what all this buille ? They muft own 
They hate to think, and dread to be alone. 
Afk old and yoiing, the giddy girls and wives f 
Frolick's th' important buiinefs of their lives. 
Soldiers, divines, the fprightly and the fad. 
All muft rufh headlong, fafhionably mad. 
Paint thy own heart, thence draw th' inflrudtive plan 
To teach the Chriftian how to mend the man. 

You, plac'd in happier climes, can truly tell. 
To live with pleafure is with Truth to dwell : 
Where gay Content with healthy Temperance meets. 
And Learning intermixes all its fweets ; 
Where friendfhip, elegance, and arts unite 
To make the hours glide fecial, eafy, bright : 
There tafte the converfe of the pureft mind, 
Tho' mild, yet manly; and, tho' plain, refin'd; 
There, thro* the moral world, expatiate wide ; 
Truth is thy end, and Evelyn is thy guide. 



POEM 
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POEM ON A PIN. 

BY MR« WOT Y. 

FOR once, yc critics, let the fportive Mufe 
Her fool's-cap wear, fpite of the ihaking head 
Of ftern-eyed Gravity— for, tho' the Mufc 
To frolic be difpos'd, no fbng ihe chants 
Immoral ; nor one pidlure will fhe hold. 
But Virtue may approve it with a fmile. 
Ye fylvan deities ! awhile adieu ! [flowers. 

Ye curling (beams ! whofe banks are fring'd with 
Violet and hare- bell, or the king^cup bright. 
Farewell ! for I muft leave your rich perfumes 
To fing the Pin in ever-founding lays : 
But not that Pin, at whofe circumference 
Rotund, the ftrong-nerv'd ruftic hurls the bowl 
Ponderous and vaft : nor that which window bars 
From thief nodumal : nor that other call'd 
A (kittle ; chiefly found where alehoufe fnug 
Invites mechanic to the flowing cup 
Of Calvert's mild, o'er-canopicd with froth. 
No — 'tis the Pin fo much by ladies us'd ; 
Without whofe aid, the nymph of niceft tafte, 
Of neateft mould, a flattern would appear. 
Hail then, thou little ufeful inflrument ! 
Tho* fmaU, yet confe^ucntial. For by thee 

Beauty 
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Beauty fets ofF her charms, as at the glafs 
Lucy, or PhUIis, beil adapts thy point. 
Without thy fervice would the ribband flaunt 
Loofe to the fanning gale, nor on the head 
Of belle would fland her whimfical attire. 
The kerchief from her neck of fnow would fail 
With freedom bold, and leave her bofom bare. 
How would the fempftrefs trim thy want regret' 
As ihe her apron forms ! And how the man 
of law, fagacious, with his fpedlacles 
On nofe reverted ! frequent does he want 
Thy prompt afliftance, to conneft his fcraps 
And notes obliterated o'er. Thee oft 
In alley, path, wide fquare, and open ftreet. 
The mifer picks, as confcious of thy ufe ; 
With frugal hand, accompanied with brow 
Of corrugated bent, he fticks thee fafe. 
Interior on his coat ; then creeps along. 
Well judging thy proportion to a groat. 
Thro' all thy different florehoufes to trace 
Thy prefence, either in the fculptur'd dome. 
Or tenement clay-built, would afk a pen 
With points almofl as various as thy heads. 
Where-e'er thou art, or in whatever form. 
Magnificent in filver, or in brafs. 
Or wire more humble, nightly may'ft thou lie 
Safe on thy cufhion'd bed, or kifs the locks 
Of Chloe, fleeping on the pillow's do\vn. 

THE 
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THE NEEDLE. A POETICAL ESSAY, 



BY j. E. W. 



INSCRIBED TO MR. WILLIAM WOTY* 



CANTO I. 

Rem acu tetigiili. ptAurvs. 

WHile others fing of high imperial ftates» 
Their jarring interefts> or impending fates, 
Terpfichore, do thou infpirc my fong. 
To thee, gay Mufe, delightful ftrains belong. 

Accept, dear Woty, ndulrigals of glee, 
I iing the needle — and I iing to thee ; 
Nor thou rcfufe the incenfc which I bring. 
Singing to thee, I ihall the fweeter fing : 
For thou delighteft too in jocund themes, 
Tho* every Mufe has vifited thy dreams ; 
But chief thou batheil in that filver wave 
Where blithe Anacreon's Mufe was wont to lave. 
Where all-facetious Flaccus wont to fport. 
Where Humour reigns, and Comus keeps his court* 
But what fhall I, a poor pretender, win ? 
Since all my fonnets are not worth thy * Pin. 

• The Pin, a poem written by mr. Woty. Sec ^» 6v 
Vol. IX. F 'ICV^t 
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The pole-enamour'd Needle pafs we here. 
By which the mariaers are taught to Heer: 
Nor mean we now that death-denouncing * flreight. 
Where oft the merchant trembles for his freight ; 
The Spanilh Needle, a new theme, we fing, 
i^nd to our friend the ihining tribute bring. 

Need we the procefs of its birth admire. 
Or trace it from the temper'd bars to wire ? 
How £rft the Rounder gives the graceful fo^m. 
Beneath the hammer while he keeps it warm,; 
Or how the Poliflier, with iinoothing file. 
Bids the rich toy in iilver luftre fmile : 
Need we to fing the Pointer's curious art. 
Which makes it keen as Cupid's fatal dart: 
How next the Piercer's punching tools fapply 
The little Cyclops with a fingle eye, . 
'Midfi of the forehead, where it takes in lights 
And forms a pleafing ,vifto to the fight : 
Thro' this fmall fky-light (may we uf€; that name ?) 
With fpe^cles oft pores the andent dame ; 
And when thecafement plain appears, to view. 
Labouring to introduce the flaxen chie^ . ; 

Raptur'd ihe fmiles, if fhe the pafs attain. 
And reaps the pleafure, which fhe b9ugh.t with pain. 
So have I feisn a Philomath explore ; 

The windings, of a problem o'er an4 o'er ; , 

♦ The Needles*. 

Turn 
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Turn it, and twift it round, a thoufand ways. 
Loft and bewilder'd in the endlefs maze, 
'Till inilantaneous, on a fudden thought, 
Happy at laft the great folution's caught ; 
With extacy, too high to be exprell, 
The Eureka infpires his glowing bread ; 
Fiird with the raptures of approaching fame. 
To the New Almanack he fends his name. 
Enjoys the bright difcovery in his mind, 
And ranks himfelf the fbremoft of mankind. 

But leave we terms mechanic, fince the mule 
Now foars ambitious to fublimer views. 
To lead the Needle to its worthieft plan. 
Its ultimate defign-^— the ufe of mah. 
Its ufe imply we from its early want. 
Ere Wifdom's voice could charm, or Art inchaiit ; 
Ere petticoats were made, or breeches worn, ' 
Toicw his fig-leavei Adam «8*d a thorn ; 
Sharp poignant emblem of 6ach future bride. 
To prove a thorn in every hufbaiid's fide ! 

'Twas in the days of yortr, wfienTimt was young. 
If we may credit bards, and antient fong. 
Ere Solomon was feated on his throne. 
Or ere the biith of Needlework was known. 
That young N cedilla, fair and chafte as fnow, 
Liv'd with her grandfire on the^ banks of Po, 

* Needles were fitik ma^ there, anci difcwvercd from the 
Kecd]e-fi(h. 
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Beyond the river's mcuth, where Ocean roars, 
Whofe briny wave falutcs the fedgy ihores* 
(^uiltlefs of love, unconfcious of his lire, 
She gathcr'd (hell-fifti for her helplefs fire ; 
His fole fupport, and pillar of his age» 
For him (he frequent riik'd the billow's rage; 
Spurred by parental duty — lo ! the tide. 
Once furious, hemm*d her in on every fide. 
This, Algaret, a fifhierman, in view 
Anxious beheld, and row'd his fwift canoe. 
Timely he fnatch'd her from the dafhing wave, 
And clafp'd the prize, which he was doom'd to fave ; 
The lovely damfel from the deep he bore. 
And after wedded on the friendly fhbre, {wane. 
Three moons had fcarce elaps'd, to dofe their 
It chanc'd fhe fpied her huiband on the main ; ■ 
'Twas on an evening mild, the flcy ferene. 
Heaven fhed its fofteft fplendors on the icene* 
Hufh'd every breeze, and every wave aflecp, 
Needilla riflc'd her beauty on the deep. 
With Algaret, to ftek thefcaly prey, • 
Perfidious winds ! and more perfidious fea I 
The fail was torn, their little veiTel toft 
On barren rocks, far-diftant from the coafi. 
When, in a moment, every wave fubfides. 
And leaves theiprofpe^ of the filver tides. 
Long was the fpace to gain the diflant fhore, 
Theix cordage broke, and fliattet'd every oar— 

What 
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What can they helplefs ? — lo I Necdilla Cpici , 
A pointed ihell-filh, pierc'd with argent eyes, 
A heap of Tea-weed on the rocks was caft. 
Which thro' the eyes with eager hafle ihe pad. 
With thefe her ready fingers tack'd the fail. 
Which Algaret unfurlM to catch the gale ; 
Safe they arrived — hence, from Needilla's name. 
The Needle-fifh has fill'd the trump of fame : 
Hence the * Venetians took the hint to form 
Needles of fleel — -difcover'd from a ftorm ! 
Such is the wc rk of chance, which oft prevents 
Our deepcll projeds, and our beft intents ; 
Thus, fince thofe days, has gravity been found 
By a bare apple's dropping on the ground. 
Art thus grop'd on, bewilder'd in the dark, 
*Till from the flint of genius, like a fpark, 
IiTued the Needle, with a r^w-bdm light. 
And ftruck improvement's beam upon the fight. 

• The Venetians improv'd needles, and after them. the- 
Tyrians and Sidonians.^ 
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CANTO IL 

OLD Nature fmird to fee this child of art [flart: 
From her own womb, like fome bright meteor,' 
Well-pleas'd Ihe gave the feeds of flax to fpread. 
And hence the Needless foft companion — Thread : 
A correfponding amity began. 
And both were wedded by the care of man. 
When long they liv'd in amorous friendihip join'd. 
The Thread grew rotten, and the Needle blind ! 
For who can rule th* uncertain chance of life? 
So fares it in the end with man and wife ! 
Our froward dames are often out of joint, 
And hulbands, like the Needle, lofe their point. 
The Silk-worm next her curious weft difp]ay*d. 
And wrought her lines along the mulberry (hades 
The Needle foon another miilrefs found, 
A fofter bride, more elegant and round. 
Of firmer texture, and of gloflier hue. 
Needles, like men, are fond of all that's new: 
For now the blade a libertine is grown. 
Like man, his maker, quickly tir'd of one ; 
Yes I bigamy ftill tempts the lawlefs crowd. 
But thank the laws, ye wives — 'tis not allov/d* 
What! a third wife — ay! tremble at the word 
Yc former wives— the Needle weds a third ! 

He 
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He weds the daughter of old Farmer Fleece^ 
Even fuch a dame as Jafon brought from Greece $ 
A bride full coarfe, and recreant to his love. 
But once united — fupple as a glove — 
Hairy, and rough, of Efau's ruHic breed. 
Who mock'd her rivals of the worm, and weed ; 
For her the Needle mufl his fize enlarge. 
And the third wife Hill brings a heavy charge ; 
Her name was Lady Worlled, and (he came 
From Lady Wool— a matron of high fame ; 
She boafted blood, and blood of tindure deep, 
Defcended from the lineage of a— fheep. 
And thus, while dear polyganiy prevaiPd, 
The Needle ftill with wind and current fail'd ; 
Yet, like Sultanas, tho' they wooed their Turk, 
Each wife was fkill'd, and conftant to her work. 
For joint, or feparate, they maintained their vows , 
And, never left the drudgery to po<>r fpoufe ; 
Each had her own department — Lady Silk 
Deck'd the white glove, for hands as white as milk| 
She claimed the mantua-making, as her trade, 
Her's was the jantee troUoppee and ihade. 
From the fmirk lady to— my lady's maid ; 
*Twas (he fet off the milliner fo gay. 
From humble fattin to proud padefuay— • 
She trimm'd the bonnet, and the flaming hat, 
Proportion'd to the face, or lean or fat. 

F 4 FaU 
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Fair Lady Thread profcfs'd the fcmpftrcfs' art; 
In the fine ihirt, or fhift, ftie warm'd the heart : 
Sometimes fhe wanton'd in the linen gown. 
From Lady Bab to Dolly of the town. 
While Gammar Worfted wrought the humbler ftuff 
Of various colours, for her work was rough. 
Like thefe, did women lead induftrious lives ; 
What halcyon-days were in the gift of wives ? 
Vain rovers then would envy what they hate. 
And only fools rejed the married ftate. 
But here» my Mufe, the home-fpun theme miift 
O'er the fad field of elegy to range ; [change. 

To fing the dire misfortune of the dame, 
Who died a vidim to the Needle's fame ; 
So home the pundure, that ihe bled to death. 
And thro' fome artery refign'd her breath ; 
Th' induftrious finger fudden felt the fmart. 
And quick convey'd it to her throbbing heart. 
The crimfon flreams precipitately move 
To guard their fort — the citadel of love ; 
In vain— for Death too clofe a fiege had laid. 
And took by ftorm the miferable maid-** 
Here draw the veil — let fancy paint the reft. 
And ihare that grief which cannot be expreft. 
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CANTO III. 

TO man the fway of nations was aflign'd ; 
The Needle's empire fell to woman^kind. 
Bright as her form, and taper as her wajft. 
Like her refin'd, and poliih'd as her tafte. 
With eye of light, with poignant fancy crown'd^ 
Keen as the Needle to impart the wound. 
Like the fharp weapon, fhe, with pointed wit. 
Can fling the heart of noble, or of cit. 
With mazy <Jae, and Daedalean (kill. 
Can lead thro' winding labyrinths at will, 
Arachne-like, withiii her nets can lie. 
Quick to furprize the proud entangled fly. 

Ye taylors, glovers, itaymakers, beware ! 
Nor ftill ufurp the province of the fair ; 
Ye fadlers too, ye male-embroiderers, yield 
The Needle to the woman — as her field; 
'Tis her's to bear this fpear of fofter war. 
And her's to drive the Amazonian car. 

When did a woman labour in the forge 
To form the bolt for Jupiter— or George ? 
Or when did Mars, or Vulcan intervene 
To walk the paths of Beauty's Sovereign Quehi ?. * 

Defpife we not great Hercules, who bore 
The female diilaiF on the Lydian ihore. 

And 
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And look we not with proud failidious eyes 
On Peleus' fon, who wore the female guife. 
With pain we read of Sampfon, when he gave 
His giant-ftrength to be a woman's ilavc : 
Thefe paid the forfeit for their want of pride. 
And the three heroes for a woman died. 
Emafculated man, be wife in time. 
Or meet their fortunes, as you ihar'd their crime. 

Come, Woty, wilt thou deign to climb with me 
Old Rindus* top ? — or fhall I follow thee ? 
Thou take the lead, and, likeEliiha, I 
Will catch thy mantle to the Mufe's flcy : 
Wilt thou, with me, the Needle's toil purfue. 
And laugh at Mother Griffith's poor Review ; 
Come, leave law-quirks and precedents awhile^ 
For thy own native tongue— -the Mufe's ftyle : 
Clofe by thy own Parnaffus' flirubs we'll ftray. 
And from dull builnefs ileal one happy day : 
But mark the Mufc — for ihe proceeds to iing 
The Needle's labours on fublimer wing. 

The facred veil fequeiler'd females chofe. 
And left the world for fdtitude's repofe ; 
Here Eloifa moum'd her Abelard, 
While Love inipir'd the nun to be a bard ; 
'Twixt grace and nature ibriggling, foft defire 
Prompted her tongue, and tun'd her iilver lyre ; 
Not Lefbian Sappho fung a fweeter drain. 
Nor half fo fwcet does Philomel complain^ 

For 
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For Abclard hiad tutor'd her, when young;. 
In Wifdom's lore, and in th« Mafe's fong ; 
So Ovid his Corinna did infpire 
With love, with learning, and Apollo** lyre ; 
To fill the vacant intervals of time 
Fair Eloife beguil'd the hours with rhime ; 
But rhime not always, tho' its numbers charm. 
Can fooxh a loveiick breafl with paifion warm ; 
Her glowing fancy to the Needle flics. 
And firft, behold ! the works of Nature rife ; 
Deep-read in fage philofophy, her hand 
Bids a creation dawn at her command. 
Here the bright fun emerges from a cloud. 
There thickening miAs his golden luibe ihroud. 
At 4i^nce Cynthia fhines amid her train. 
In fuU-orb'd glory, thro' the heavenly plain ; 
His glpwing cau- there Sol in Ocean laves. 
And the horizon^ioops to drink the waves ; 
And now the Needle toour earth defcends. 
Where the tall forefl; to the tempeft bends. 
Here valleys fmk, and hoary mountains liife. 
The lark, obfequtous, in light ether flies. 
In liquid lapfe a river winds below. 
Here bleat the iheep, and there the oxen low ; 
Vifion has ears, can fee the torrent roar. 
And ears can fee the billows laih the fliore : 



Who 
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Who has not heard the forked lightning By, 
Or feen the thunder crack along the iky ? 
In pidture, fancy every organ fways. 
We hear the painted fhepherd tune his lays ; 
Such is the force of mimic art which draws, 
Amphion-like, even quarries to her laws ! 
Painting and Poetry, twin-fiflers, vie 
Thro' fancy's ear, to charm the ravilh'd eye. 
Beneath the pla^c hand of Eloife 
The timorous afpin trembles at the breeze. 
Clear flows the brook beneath the Ihining toy. 
Which feems to work for Eloife with joy ; 
Here ikuds the trout thro' Ihades of fineft lawn. 
There,' o'er the velvet parks, the bounding fawn. 
Here blooms a garden — there a fountain flows. 
Here the pale lilly weds the crimfon rofe ; 
Now twiiicd woodbines form a proud alcove. 
Beneath whofe arch ihe rais'd aihrine to Love, 
Amid the graceful forms, which deck'd the ihrine. 
Large as th^ life, young Abdard, was thine ; 
And in the train of beauteous nymphs, which fhone 
Refplendent, Eloiie had wrougkt her o^n $ 
She firft in tap'ftry, ere the curious loom - - 

Taught trees to wave their tops, and flowers to bloom. 
Gave the bold flgores to the ravifh'd fight. 
Where fiiepherds fport, or warlike heroes flght ; 

Hence, 
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Hence, emulous, the fair fequefter'd maid 
Still guides the Needle thro', the rich brocade ; 
Or, when warm love is prevalent o'er grace. 
Breathes her fond paifion on a piece .of lace ; 
For, ere the intermingling bobbins toil'd, * 
The brighter needle all their glories foil'd ; 
No fupplemental patterns then were known» 
For Love or Fancy was the guide alone ; 
In rich embroidery Cupid tipt his dart. 
While fage Minerva dignified the art« 
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CANTO IV. 

THUS, from the eflays of a lovefick heart, 
Mechlin and firuflTels ftole theirmimic art; 
Hence lace, with all its gay creation, rofe, 
£frential ornament of belles and beaux. 
Ally of bcaoty— .fnpplemcnt of fenfe. 
And, next to titinff, the orator's defence ; 
GracM with this armour, if he wave his hand. 
Say, what plain fhirt his prowefs can withfland ? 
Not half fo Jftrong the brilliant's ihining aid. 
When on the finger in full light difplay'd. 
So when the flag of Britain waves on high. 
And gives its ftreaming glories to the iky. 
All other flags fubmit, and firike their pride 
To the known emprefs of old ocean's tide. 
Nor pafs we here the knitting-needle's aid. 
Once the delight of each induftrious maid : 

In days of yore, near Nottingham's £[iir town. 
Ere the wove flocking to the leg was known. 
Young Leius, a Cantab, of learned fame, 
Sigh'd for Kinnetta with a virtuous flame, 
"With unavailing paffion, long he fhxnre 
To win the icy virjgin to his lovfe ; \ 
In vain he fung, in vain he tonch'd the lyre, 
Or boafted fage Apollo as his fire, « 

ApoUo^s 
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Apollo^s felfy in vain, to Daphne prov'd 
The high deferts, thro' which he fruitlefs lov'ds 
Like her, Kinetta fled the amorous Twain* 
And he» like fage Apollo* wooed in vain ; 
Tho' oft the laws of motion he explain'd* 
And why velocity its end attained* 
How the quick needles fonn'd the oblong lqQaret« 
Or what proportion time to motion bears* 
Why the diameter of calf» and imall* ■ 
By due gradations; caiife the thri^s to fall* 
Or, why the feam jbehind wa^.like die XanCf 
Parting each fegment of the iair.4^fign* 

Oft on his knee*, imploring* would he beg 
To telly why Italy was caU'd the leg; 
Or* why fome fi^ges held a fond difpute* 
Affirming it was x^^er like-^a jboot. 
Deaf to his learning* on her work intent* 
She fought the iaferret^-cat of windbg Trent^ 
Or oft to Sherwood's forefl bent her ;way* 
And to her knitting fang the fprightly lay. 

Enrag'd^ his philoibphic heart, was tum'd 
To proud difdain* and whom he lpv!d, he fcom'di 
Within a wooden frame* by art dfvinp* 
Aflifted by Apollo* and the Nine* 
In order rang'd a thoufand needles (hone* 
A fhuttle ^hro' the woof was taught to rua 
With expedition*, thus divinely taught* 
With difappointed love and paflion fraught* 
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He firft, Ac ftocking wove within a loom, 
Gl^nous difcovery ! in his peaceful rooin> 
His peaceful room the future fcene of war, 
Whofe arts ten thoofand female hands debar 
From honeft bread— —ib Thracian women tore 
Harmonious Orpheus, in the days of yore. 
With hady ftep, full to Kinetu's eyes, 
Juft-finiih'dy he difplay'd the new-bom prize : 

** Now, fcomful maid, he cries, to wifdom's lore 
*' Dare to prefer thy Knitting Needles more ; 
** Thine and thy Mer females arts, proud fair* 
** For love defpis'd, (hall vanifli into air ; 
*' From an unhappy, but an injurM maid, 
«< I learn'd the fecret to deftroy thy trade ; 
«* I fpicd Arachne's web thro' optic glafs, 
«< And faw where lines o'er lines tranfverfely pa(s, 
** Fnrag'd like her, ihe taught me iiril to know 
** The happy item of thine overthrow." 

Stung to the heart, fuperior merit awM 
Kinettafs mind, and Leius feem'd a god, 
The work ftupendous in the frame appeared 
Like magic, or as if divinely rear'd ; 
Now to Love*s altar fhe fubmiflive bow'd, 
Nor blufli'd to own the new-born flame aloud, 
With foftcn'd look the blooming youth (he eyed, 
Her brow unarmed with fupercilious pride, 

Coiifcioiif 
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ConfciouS he felt tht fympathctk heat 
Glow in his breaft> and at his bofoxh beat. 

*« I know thee by myfelf, Oh nymph divine, 
** 1 feel thy heart's warm paffion kindle mine,'* 
Young Lei us cried-*— and clafp'd her to his arms, ' 
Then from the tOwn he 6orc her vahquifh'd charms,. 
To Cambridge fafe conveyed his hippy prizc> 
Ere the dread females fhould tomultuoas rife» 
Too well he pirophefied the dire event, 
Lo ! to his chamber, with a fell intent. 
Forth ruih'd in hade the Amazonian bands, 
Rage in their looks, and broomilicks in their hands | 

Firft fell the vidim of their ire, the loom. 
And next the chamber met its fated doom. 
Him too they fought for, author of their woe, 
Fatidic Phoebus fav'd him from the blow. 
He, with a beam of his all-feeing light. 
Had warn'd young Leius to a fudden flighty 
Elfe had they torn him piecemeal in their rage. 
As Thracian dames once ferv*d the * vocal Sage* 

Maugre their fury, Leius perfeveres. 
His labours flourifti'd with his growing years ; 
Ten thoufand looms the happy texture wove. 
One reach'd the ftars— -a monument of love I 

♦ Orpheus. 

Vot. IX. G A 
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A thoufand fiiining needles, light amy^i. 
Near * Granby's hat, effulgent, are dirplay*d ; 
Hence mariners the well-known term affume, 
Who cry — how large the diftant veflels loom \ 
Here, 'mid die heavens, the Loom fhall ever fliine> 
A conftellation facred to the Nine ! 
And> when we fee a ftar glide crofs the fkies. 
Sage hards well know it is the fhuttle flies ; 
And when pale ftreamers gild the midnight air, 
Thefe arc the threads— like Ariadne's hair. 



• Sec Poet* Cal. Vol. 3. p. 101. 
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C A N T O V. 

REfume we now the theme, hiftoiic Maid, 
Where we digreffive broke the homefpun thread, 
Tho' every Mufe in epifode delight, 
SubjeA and epifode are (hade and lights 

Ere the gay thimble claim'd its later birth. 
Ere gold and luxury had ftain'd the earth. 
Long had the taper finger felt the fmart, 
Sharp as the wound which thrills from Cupid's darti 
Whofe arrows dipt in honey, and in gall, 
With fofter pundlure Chloe's heart enthrall : 
Varipus expedients were applied in vain. 
To guard the fair-one from the Hinging paip. 
Thick leaves fubfidiary were often bound 
Qn folded paper, to prevent the wound. 
Until the blue-eyed Maid's indulgent carc> 
Full oft invok'd, took pity on the fair. 
She, from the regions of eternal day. 
To Paphos on a vifit wing'd her way. 

The queen of beauty faw, with wondering eye,* 
Wifdom, bright regent, and her chariot, nigh. 
When thus afide— ** What caufe can Pallas move,' 
** That Prude divine, to grace the court of Love?' 
" Why this high honour from th' imperial dame, 
" Whofe cold virginity defies our flame r" 

G Z ^Gw^ 
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She rung the bell — a thoufand Cupids hear» 
A thoufand Cupids at the porch appear. 
Vying they feem to wage a fportive war. 
Who lirft Ihall help the Goddefs from her car, 
** What favour can Minerva aik from Love ?" 
Said Venus to the head-fprung child of Jovc» 
** Since Wifdom folcmnly difowns his fway, 
** And rarely deigns to trifle time away." 
*< Oh ! Goddefs, you miftakc, Minerva cried, 
*« Apollo's felf the pieafmg fmart has tried, 
<« Fair Daphne's name in capitals he wears, 
*« The pofy of the ring which binds his hairs ; 
*< A fprig of laurel in his bofom too, 
** For Love the power of Wifdom can fubdue ; 
** But not for man Minerva fucs your grace, 
** I beg a favour for the female race ; 
<* A boon, which Cupid and his Loves may grant, 
** Your fon ne'er frown'd upon a woman's want. 

** The maids of induftry, whom I proted, 
•* And next to wifdom's fons eftecm my feft, 
«* Have long implor'd me to remove a pain 
•* From fingers wounded with a guiltlefs ftain, 
•* Not reputation's wound, which few can bear, 
•* Is half fo painful to my darling fair : 
** An implement there is, a female toy, 
*' Sharp as the arrow of your one-cycd boy, 
** With this the fitters of my art have led 
** Lcn<r-t*n:c, v.ith pi eafingtcil, the dudife thread, 
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" But pleafiiig toils are mingled ftill with paiii> ' 
*< Such is the chequer'd lot of human gain-—* 
*< Thq ufeful toy, fallacious to its truft, 
*< Oft at the head has thro' the finger burii:, 
** Whence trickling ichor iiTues from the woun £, 
•* Tho' guarded well with leaves, or paper round-^ 
** This is the implement — behold the head ! 
** From which the pureft virgin blood is Ihed ; 
** I had, myfelf, to Mulciber applied, 
** But toys, like thefe, are more to Love allied | 
** Vulcan, on fight, woidd take it for a dart, 
** And, feen, refer me to young Cupid's art : 
** Therefore to Love I fupplicate alone, 
•* And at his footftool beg the gracious boon, 
** That, correiponding to the needle's head, 
" A guard be form'd, which ftiould the finger wed, 
** To fliield th' induftrious fair from future harm." 
To whom Love's Queen, with glowing friendlhip 
" Be thine to think how Venus to oblige, [warm, 
" Who highly honours Wifdom's fcvereign liege, 
** Be her's to fpeak, and Venus fliall attend 
" To every mandate of her lovely friend." 

Scarce had ihe fpoke, when empty-quiver'd came 
The potent God of every fofter flame, 
" Mama, he cried — I've emptied all my (lore, 
" And now am come to forge ten thoufand more. 
<* In Mecklenburg I've lodg'd a golden dart, 
" And left its fellow in Augufta's heart j 

G 3 " And 
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" Afld, laiigliing, ran away— the laft I (hoff 
** Not eafily the fting will be forgot, 
** Hymen fhall celebrate their nuptials fbon, 
** Or elfe my bow and arrow** out of tune." 

Here interrupted Love's imperial queen, 
fFor ihy Miner\'a ran behind the fkrecn) [power f 
•* Who do you think, you wanton, claims your 
** No lefs than wifdom*s Goddeis, and this hour — 
** This precious hour bright Wifdom claims your 
*« Appear, Minerva, from behind yon ftiadcj" [aid. 
At fight of Wifdom Cupid fcrapM a bow. 
Half fmile, half frown, contending on his brow, 

<* My dear, Minerva cried, my dimpled boy, 
«« For what you told Mama, I give you joy, 
«* And honour you for thofe well-chofen darts 
** Infix'd fo wifely in two royal hearts, 
** There may I fafely with thy conquefls join, 
** Their heads belong to me — their hearts be 

«« thine — 
** Pm come to beg a boon — you'll not deny ? 
*« 'Tis for your favourite women I apply ;"— • 
She then produc'd the needle to his view, 
Alas ! the well-known inftrument he knew. 

** And what am I to do with this ?" fays Love, 
•' Is it a doughty thunderbolt of Jove, 
** With which, when you firft ilarted from his brain, 
•* You fagely thought man's vices to reftrain ?'* 

He jefting fpoke- — Minerva underftood. 
And, finite of wifdom, ^nger flufh'd her blood. 
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«' Nay, be not angry, bright, fagacious dame," 
Sly Capidtrried— ** my Pfyche has the fame, 
" Ten thoufand of fuch toys my art has form'd 
* * Long fmce — wh^n in my forge the fteel I warm'd;** 
** No," — fmiling anfwer'd the all-fapient queen, 
** I want ^ guard, or fhield, to intervene, 
" To fave the finger from the poignant fmart, 
" No ihield but mine, I know, can turn thy dart." . 

To whom young Cupid — ftifling here a laugh, 
** You over-rate my wifdom, now, by half: 
*< Myriads of (hields, adapted to the ufc, 
** Long fmce for women did my fkill produce ; 
** Thimbles you mean, well kaown to every maid, 
^« Long fince my forges form'd the bright parade, 
« Wifdom not always knows what Love has done, 
" Tho* bright Minerva mocks at Beauty's fon, 
^< Secreted fUU be all her wiles from me, 
<< And Love's arcanas be conceal'd from thee, 
" Juft vengeance for Arachne's wretched doom ! 
<< For Love now guides the needle and the loom ;" 

He laugh'd— a thoufand Loves the banter join,- 
Which half ab^ the Goddefs, tho' divine. 
Her car precipitate Ihe mounts, and flies 
To feek her own dominion in the ikies ; 
Foil'd by the God, to him fhe left the care 
Of every toy, which decorates the fair; 
And Love fhall reign in fpite of Wifdom's rules, 
And Love (hall ^ove her wifeft fages— -fools. 

G 4 FIRE, 
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FIRE, WATER, AND REPUTATION. 

BYTHESAME* 

NICE to the touch, as ermiae chafte» 
Sweet reputation foon is loft. 
Before detraftion's beam 'twill wafte, 
And prove us bankrupts to our coft» 

How ftridUy then fiiould prudence guard 

This rich, invaluable gem ? 
Whence honour fprouts, the bright reward. 

Full-blowing from fo frail a flem. 

To prove my moral ftaunch and true. 
Three travellers once took the road> 

Each had a feparate point in view. 
And each, no doubt, his own abode^ 

One was the element of Fire, 

A right, choice fpirit of the age. 
The boon companion of defire. 

And well adapted to engage* 

Water, a fmooth deceitful fpark, 

Walk'd with him— —and you'll fay that*s ftrangCr 
i3ut, ilranger, met in Noah's ark-^- 

And any novelty for change. 
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The third was Reputation, fwcet 

As violet, or dama(k rofe. 
They talk'd of Britain's conquering fleet. 

And who were friends, and who were foes. 

At length three roads appeared in view, 
Alas ! the deareft friends muft part ; 

A future commerce to renew. 

They alk'd each other's trade, or art ; 

By what fure tokens each may find. 

Upon enquiry, one another. 
If, haply, each were fo inclined. 

On meeting, to falute his brother. 

Warmeft in converfe. Fire began, 

** My friends, 1 part with you in pain, 

** By country, I'm an African, 

** And, fometimes, traffic to New Spain* 

** In Nature's works I range at large, 
*« A tyrant-mailer, unconfin'd ; 

<* The fervant's duty I difcharge, 

*' When due reftraints, compulfive, bind. 

«* I'm oft produced from flint and fteel ; 

<' For fmiths I heat the temper'd bar, 
** For cooks I drefs the fplendid meal, 

<^ And roar, like thunder, ia the war- 
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«« In faflion's voice Pm loud and high, 
** In love, I kindle chafte dciirc, 

•* When fmoke appears, fufpedl me nigh, 
" The' frequently I prove falfc fire. 

•* From heaven Prometheus ftole my ray, 

*^ To roan imparted as a gift, 
«* I'm gently lambent when I'm Gay, 

** But keen, and brightefl when I'm Swift. 

«* You cannot n>ifs me by thefe marks, 
** Such are the characters I bear, 

*< Like Beauty, I have many fparks, 
" Moft apt to catch, if tinder's near." 

** My varied fhape, a thoufand ways, 
" Says Water, may be foon miftook, 

" When winter's freezing fetters glaze, 
^* 'Tis hard to know me in the brook. 

*< Chang'd in my nature, now in fnows 
<* I fall — now murmur in the rill, 

<* In hail or fleet, as Boreas blows, 
" I drop — and yet I'm Water ftill. 

** I ftand unmov'd in ftagnant pool, 
" In cryftal lakes have little motion, 

<' In baths I'm warm— • in fountains cool« 
** Seldom at quiet in the Ocean. 
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•* Whene'er you fpy the willow green, 

** Believe my banks are very near; 
** Or where the waving flag is feen, 

** ^ufpeA my Nai<uls to be there. i 

•* Pm^knowA to all by difFerent names, 
'* Of high diftinftions vainly fond, 
** I'm caird a rivers in the Thames, 
. *• In pleafare-gardens, I'm a pond. 

** I'm fait, or fweet, in fca, or ftream, 

•* I'm often muddy, often clear, 
** And vary, like the poet's theme, 
*■ ** As Dulncfs, or ihe Mufe is near. 

^ You'll know me firs- — by Adam's wines, 
'* My flages too. are worth recounting, 

«* You'll find me at two conflant figns, 

** Well known — the rainbow, andthefountaia.^ 

*^ Alas ! fweet Reputation cries. 

With folded hands, and candid air, 
*f Unlike you both in fhape, or fize, 

*^ I'm fought with pain, and found with care* 

** Ah me ! if I but go aftray, 

*< Or mifs my path, on fairy-ground— 
** If Reputation lofe her way, 

*< 'Tis ten to one fhc's never found.'* 
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A DIALOGUE 

in the senate housb at cailbrii>gs. 

sy the late nich. hardingb, b8<^ 

Stranger* 

WHofe is this imaire? Beadle. Academic 
Glory. 

S. Is fhe a maid or matron. Whig or Tory ? 
What quarry could produce To huge a block ? 
What engines heave her from her native rock ? 
What vehicle the ponderous marble bear ? [there ? 
Who bought her, who transform'd, who plac'd her 

B. Who plac'd her there ! A mafon. S. Whofc 
defign 
Contriv'd her flatue's architefbire ? B* Mine. 

S. Who thus her pedeflal with Latin grac'd ^ 
Who taught her thus to fpfeak in words unchalle ? 
** Come all, come all, partake my ample treafure^- 
" Who bell defervethepalm!"* Isthatherpleafure? 
Her youths invites Ihe thus ? B. The line^ they fay>* 
Is borrowed, word for word, from Virgil's lay. 
Poems I ftudy not ; I feek, I own, 
Vitruvian art, Vitruvian ftyle alone ; 

* CuA^i adfint, meritxque expedient prflemia palmae* 

Belt 
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But to mj Johnian friends I give due credit. 
And they in Virgil or in Maro read it : 
Virgil unchafte ! Is your's a true tranflation ? 
Vou differ furely from the congregation ! 

S. The congregation. Sir! Did Alma Mater 
A deity by folemn grace create her ? 
And place her oppofite to George's view, 
Fix'd in the place to George the fecond due ? 

B. Some nijrfteries, from curious eyes conceal'd. 
To clerks alone and churchmen are reveal'd. 
Tho' Whigs and Wits her origin fufpefted. 
And flill enquire by whom (he (lands eredled, 
Fadlion to (hake her bafe confpires in vain ; 
A Deity (he is, and (hall remain. 
What tho' her brawny limbs, and (lately fize, 
Tafte, and virtik, and elegance defpife. 
To us her (hape unzon'd, unclafp'd by boddice. 
And more than virgin (Iride, declare the Goddefs. 

S. To Dian's image thus, with pomp array 'd> 
Their ardent vows Ephefian zealots paid ; 
Tho' confcious whence the fufile ore was brought, 
What craftfman's (kill the duAile figure wrought. 
The work divine, with tranfport they commended. 
Which, as they feign'd, from Jove him(elfdefcended. 

B. What Glory was, why feek her Tons to know ? 
See what alluring gifts (he proffers now ! 
Caps to the leam'd, a mitre to the (leek 
And white-glov'd chaplain, who forgets his Greek; 
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To heads, repofe ; to bards» Parnafllan bays ; 
To all, or worthy or unworthy, praiie. 

S. What mean thofe types that lurk beneath her 
Emblems ill-hid by ignorant deceit ? [feet. 

What means that civic crown ? Are thefe rewardj 
For fage divines, philoibphers, and bards ? 

B. Nor finiles on thefe alone the Goddeis ; ihe. 
Propitious queen ! fome boon referves for me. 
J^£ Annefley's friend, * who learning's giant flew, 
A convert deem'd, pre&rr'd to honours new. 
Laughs in his fleeves of lawn, and (hakes his fides. 
Eats, drinks, and marries, age and care derides. 
Why may not I, by her careis infpir'd. 
By jovial port, and juft ambition fir'd. 
Claim from her patronefs an equal grace. 
And for a Headfhip change the Beadle's mace ? 

S. Her gifts I envy not ; but wonder more 
So partially fhe deals her bounty's ftore ; 
HardingCy whofe merit friends and foes confefs'd. 
By her repulie defeated, finks opprefs'd. f 

B. So perifh all, who infolently dare, 
Snatch'd from our champion^s crefl, a plume to wear I 

* Biihap Gooch, xnafter of Caiut college, was vice chan^ 
cellor when Dr. Bentley was degraded. 

f Mr. Hardinge, of King^s college^ (author of this poem) 
had a difpute with the univcriity about the non-performancQ 
«f ftfine diviAit/ exercife. 

Our 
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Our frantic foes, who, late with towering pride. 
The Church, the Prince, and Rutherfbrth defied. 
Now in luxurious eafe fupinely fleep. 
Nor difcipline retain, nor vigils keep : 
We, in firm phalanx join'd, a chofen few, 
Withfcatter'd troops fuccefsful war renew ; 
Kife by defeat, and, from the vigor's brow. 
Steal the frefh garland of his Delphic bough. 
Triumphal wreaths around our temples twine. 
And confecrate our fpoils at Glory*s fhrine. 

S. But what if Granta, rous'd by honeft ihame. 
Should haply wake, and vindicate her fame ; 
Precipitate this Demon from her throne. 
And vengefully ejeft this load of ilone ! 

B. Urg'd by unjuft reproof, I fliall unfold 
A tale, perhaps not lawful to be told. 
Her from the iblid fubftance, vail and rude, 
Firft into Fame a painful fculptor hew'd ; 
Her head a trumpet, wings her fhoulders bore. 
This wrinkled robe thus channeled then fhe wore; 
Deck'd with fit attributes in front and rear, 
Expos'd to view, ihe charm *d a gazing * peer ; 
Who only difapprov'd her wings and trump. 
And made feme fmall objeftions to her rump. 

Thefe faults correfted, ftrait at C s rear'd, 

Mix'd in a grove of ftatues (he appeared ; 

• Dukcof C— — s. 
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There Marlborough's form fhe lovingly beheld^ 
And, wreath'd for him » a civic chaplet held : 
But when, invok'd by Cock's enchanting tpne. 
As at Amphion's call, each fculptur'd Hone 
Obfequipus trembled at his hammer's found, 
And fled, fo fummoa'd, that unhappy ground* . 
A youth, * to Phoebus and the Mufes dear. 
To Granta's voice, who lent a filial ear ; 
For her a deftin'd gift (his idol bought. 
And, pleas'd, to her his votive image brought : 
Doubtful at firft what Nymph's, what Heroine's 
What Queen'* was beft adapted to the dame ; [name> 
At length, by vote unanimous, we made her 
A fovereign Goddefs, and as fuch difplay'd her : 
But fearing left the Senate fhould difown. 
As George's friends, his adverfary's ftone, 
Infcrib'd with bits of verfe, and fcraps of profe, 
(The verfe at leaft is claflical) we chofe 
To make and call her Academic Glory, 
Still in difguife a queen, and ftill a Tory. 

S. Approv'd the Senate this transfiguration. 
Or licens'd by decree the confecration f 

B. Not by decree; but when malignant fW—, 
Eager in hope, impatient of delay, 

* Peter Burrel, cfq. of St. John's. f A gentleman 

•f Queen's college. 
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A dapper, pert, loquacious, hu fy elf, 

More adive For tlie public than himfelf, p 

Kan to and fro with anxious looks, and prated. 

And mov'd that hence fhe might be foon tranflated^ 

Diflcnting from their friends, a wife majority^ , 

Supported us, and her, by their authority : , 

And who (hall now remove her from the fcenc. 

Or dare to drive her from the Mufes ? S. Xeene* • 

So when the father of hk country fled> 

By fear of tribunitial rage mifled. 

On exil'd Cicero's devoted floor * 

Cloditts upxais'd his Tanagraetan whore : 

Th' indignant Senate faw, with patriot eyes, 

A harlot cloath'd in Liberty's difguife : 

But, when again to Latian ikies reflor'd. 

Her joy and guardian grateful Rome ador'dj 

Theii: antient feat, by her abode profan'd, y 

His houfhold gods with dignity regain 'd, 

. • Vice-chancellor ia 1751. and bii]K>p ef Chefter» 
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WRITTEN AT CLARE HALL IN 
CAMBRIDGE, 

VPOK.^CCA^iOir Ot Ttt* 0SATH OF THE REV. 
DR. CHARLES MORGAN) MASTER OF THAtt 
COi&ECE, WHO BtED A^Rlt XX, MDCCXXXVl. 

WHere free frosi fenfe, intrenched in earth ne 
morck 
The ibttl unbodied gains its native (hore : 
Where Truth*!s iiAcloylng banquet, ever ncw^ 
Opens i3ie depths of fcience to ks view ; 
No longer on the vei^e it darkly flrays. 
But myilic Nature fVom widiin fnrveys ; 
Kor wants the tele^opic glaft to trace 
God's power, andwifdoBli, thro' the boundlefs^ace; 
Where doubts no more, nor myfteries confine 
Its powers enlarged, its nature all divine, — 
He'd goire— and there ercfts his deathlefs head -a— 
How vain our forrows which lament him dead ! 
Where Clarke, Boyle, Newton,— each exalted 

mind— - 
Each, while on earth, who dignified their kind— • 
Immortal now, with full fruition bleil. 
See Truth in native beauty ftand confeft. 

While Tome contemplative their charms admire. 
The Good Supreme ^r rational deik« : 

" - - ~ Others, 
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Others, as erft, in fweetell comrerfe Join ; 
Bdr pureil friendibip dwells in bceafts diviners 
Sudden, a venerable Shade is feen 
Of mildeft dignity, and froat ferene : 
Th' augufl aflembly rife— -See Clarke attend. 
Joyful, to welcome firft his mach-lov^d friend : 
Hail Thou I whofe prefence joys the fans ofGod^ 
Who, pious, have the paths of fcience trod. 
Behold for Thee, on Newton's own right hand. 
For Thee prepared, that throne of glory Hand : 
^Twas thine, exalted Genius t to dxiclaim. 
With juft contempt, the breath of mortal fame ; 
To nobler beings are thy praifes known^ 
Where Tmth and Newton worlds unnumber'd own. 
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THE MINISTER OF STATE. 

A PANECTHIC. 

OCC«iSIONBD BY READING A LATB POBMy BK- 
JITLEDy THE MINISTER. OF STATE, A SATIltB* 

BY F. P— «• 

«' T TNgmteful Rome!'*— the generous Scipi^ 

U faid. 
And in retirement's (hade concealed his head. 
. Ungrateful Britain !— might the Patriot fay» 
Cr, if he will not fpeak it, others may : 
Say, will thy generous heart the Mufe permit 
Merit and Thee to fmg, exalted Pitt ; 
While, fir'd with honeft rage, flie fighs to fee 
Bafe Scandal dart her venom'd tongue at thee ? 
She muft; flie dares th* attempt, howevcrnew. 
To give her warmeft praife, where praife is due ; 
She burns— ^indeed unfafhionably fir'd. 
She bums to praife the minifler retir'd. 

Here needs not fi^lion gild the face of truths 
Thy voice infpirited cmr generous youth. 
That bad at once their glittering falchions glow. 
And caft a dreadful gleam upon the foe« 

Ere 
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£re this Britannia hung her drooping head^ 
And inly mourn'd her antient fpirit fled. 
Ere this how idly did her navies fweep. 
In ufelefs pageantry, the filent deep ? 
And, as they fail'd along, th' infulting foe 
Smird at the fcene, and mock'd theharmlefs fhow} 
But when on thee the fovereign fix'd his choice^ 
With joy reviving, Britons heard thy voice, 
Wing'd at thy word the conquering navy flies. 
And Ihouts of vidory rend the echoing fkies, 
Frefh fchemes of honour every bofom fill. 
While Expe^tion ^holds Attention ilill ; 
The trembling French dread every deep-laid plan, 
And, while they curie the foe, admire the man. 
Ere this, fee France, vain, iniblent, and proud. 
With hoftile threats diftrefs the timid crowd ; 
Fear feiz'd each trembling bread, th' alarm bcgan^ 
Thro' every heart the mean infedion ran ; 
To fave that land they call'd a foreign friend. 
Which Britons were unable to defend. 
Days of difgrace ! which call the fcalding tear 
Dqwq the pale cheek, and wound the tingling ear; 
Oh be the deed forgot ! — with honeH rage 
May hiftory from her annals rend the page. 
When thus no bofom feem'd with ardor fir'd. 
And Britain's courage— only not e3q>ir'd! 

Say, ihade of Wolfe, on that enfanguin'd plain, 
l^hich ever (hall thy memory retain, 

H 3 Where, 
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Whcife, while thy bofom pouPd the pnrplc ddi^ 
Fair Viftoiy ftood weeping by thy fide, 
Glow'd not thy heart with Pittas augoft defign, 
('Twaa his to form, to execute wa« thine) 
That gare prond GanI Rritannia's ftrength to kf^owg 
Which fell with mighty ruin on the fot f 

I fee, I fee the facred fhade advance. 
Bright flafh his lightning eyes, ^uick gleams hit 

quivering lance. 
How ftern the Hero's awful form appears. 
While thefe indignant accents pierce my ears : 
^< Youth, how lamented on theie plains I fell, 
f« Let Britain's voice, that wept in triumf^i, tell; 
'< Let the fame voice, which gratitude once fir'd, 
** Speak theftrongjoy which patriot'Worthinfpir'di 
" But oh the change !— -If gratitude be dead, 
** In vain the Patriot plann'd, the Hero bled j— 
** No, not in vain :— — for benefits will laft, 
** However fadlion rage, or malice blaft. 
** Ungrateful land! if thus his godlike mind 
♦* The mean return of tainted flander find, 
f* My generous ardor may have found the fame, 
** And courage may be funk in folly's name ; 
** I blefe, when fuch ingratitude I fee, 
** The death that fnatch'd me from a land like thee.^ 
He faid ; and vanilh'd into empty air, 
The fouiKis yet murmuring on th' attentive ear: 
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Oh miiiA«l«i8e»ted Siuide ! tW jud thy rage^ ' * 

VTUle fcigidal taints the venal poet's page* 

Yet grai^t^ gracious iinile, if one remains 

Who pours his hone^, tho' his humble firains^ 

To pay th' important debt, tbp* all unfit. 

The ^ebt of grittitudc, to thee and Pitt. 

Thy heart, great George, with virtue's loreenlarg*di> 

This. generous debt of gratitu^ difcharg'd ; 

Th^ fure the fons of (lander muft agree. 

Who lyoond Pitt's merits, glance the dart at thee. 

Who but remembers, (ah, who can forget f) 
When f^on's rage diHrefs'd the tottering ftate, 
When difcontent thro* every bofom fpread, 
And, torn by parties, Britain's vitals bled? 
A hatpful fccne ! — the Patriot then arofc, . 
At on^ the wounds of fell diviiion clofe ; 
On Brit;ain's ihore fair Union took her ftand. 
And wide diffU$'d her bleflings o'er the landji 
Ere fcandal lay difpinted and dead. 
And murmuring faction hid her horrid head : 
Bleft days! — O much-lov'd Britain ftill 'tis mine 
To wifh fuch halcyon days be ever thine ! 

Why need I paint the virtues of his heart. 
Where rigid honour fills the largeft part ? 
The virtues of his heart are not unknown—* 
Thefe his difgufted enemies will own :— - 
And let not Falfhood's voice my verfe defame. 
And fiain fair Truth with Flattery's odious name; 
H 4 When 
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Wheft place and power obeyed tl^e Statefm^i's wUl^' 
The generous Mufe ne'er tried he^ trembling quill; 
For tho* each aftion heart-felt joy inipir'd. 
Each action dill in filence fhe adniir'd. 
And now no ftatefman's charaAer I blaftr 
Kor blame the prefent, tho' applaud the paft, 
Exalted merit flill to praife be niine, 
•••*•*, to blaft bright charaaers be Thine. 

When rolling time has bid onr paffion» ceaie^ 
And hateful fa£Uon fhall be huih'd to peace» 
Then future ages fhall his virtues know. 
And wonder fuch a Statieman found a foe ; 
In honour's fane (a noble group !) fhall fk 
Immortal TuUy, Walfingham, and Pitt ; 
While Hiftory fhall raife her trump on high^ 
And fpread his praifes round the vaulted iky. 
Shall on her fairefl page infcribe his name,. 
And give the roll to everlafling fame. 



A JOURNEY TO DONCASTER^ 



OR 



A CURIOUS JOURNAL OF FIVE DATS^ WROTS 
WITH A FENCiL IN A CHAISE* 



DiAR AlfNE, 

IN profe I've wrote you many a joornad 
Of travels, which I hope you'll bum all. 
And now for once I write in rhyme 
To tell you how I fpend my time. 
And what adventures may enfue 
While I am hailing down to you. 
On Sep. the fecond day I went 
To London from my houfc in Kent ; 
And, as good luck would have it, found 
A friend for fhire of Ebor bound : 
It proving temperate, pleafant weather. 
We foon agreed to go together. 
And for our eafe, o'er turnpike-ways. 
To travel down in my poft-chaiie* 
By learned men it is agreed. 
Poets fhould ride the winged fleed ; 
And therefore, thus fays Betty Martin, 
** Thou art no poet, that's moil certun.** 



Thro* Kenrifli-town, np Highgate-hilU 
O^ ll0jdcs jUQvc— agaiuft their will ; 
Andy while they fnuff* the wholefome wind. 
We cad a parting look behind, 
Pleas'd t' have left yon fable cloud, 
"Sixat belies milUons in its fhrood i 
Alas! they toil* jthje Tons of care 1 . 
And never breathe the purer air. 

Thy common, Finchley, next we meafure, 
Whofe woodland views would gi^ fis pleafuret 
But that they many a wretch exhibit. 
Too near 'the high road, on a gibbet ; 
Henc^hien may guefs, without much ikill* 
Here have been rogues— and may be ftill. 
High-Barnet pafsfd, we reach the plain. 
Where Warwick, haughty earl, was flain ; 
So perifh all, as Warwick fell. 
Who 'gainft their lawful liege rebel I 
Ah ! paifing ftrange, that one fweet flower 
Should kiiidie all the rage of power I 
Yet England oft has wail'd her woes. 
And wept the colours of the rofe. 
With hungry appetites, we hie on, 
Where Hatfield ihows the Silver Lion ; 
But, lo ! nice fteaks from rump of beef 
Will foon afford us kind relief; 
Of good old Port we drink a quarts 
Difcharge our reckoning, and departt 
Thro' faifdy lanes, and deep defiles. 
Where ray of Phoebus never fmiles* 
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(SavconAatb^mZ-illuxnin'ddwellingr "^ 

Where Young delights the Mufe at Welling) : 

We inarch as geqtly as wc can. 

And reach at Stevenage the Swan : 

A well-fed pullet, roaftcd nice. 

And of highi-feaion'd ham a flice, 

Of fuppers could not prove the worft-— ' 

Warm negus gratified oar thirfl: : 

At ten th^ welcome down we preft. 

And wooed the kindly Power of reft.— 

With early dawa we mount the chaife» > 

And Phoebus frniles in friendly rays : 
O^er fineft tiimpikc-road wc bowl. 
The wheels, the numbers gently roll. 
Speed fwiftto Baldock down the hill. 
Where liv*d fwect Polly of the Mill, 
But now the lovely Polly's gone, 
tliyal of Venus ! — fo drive on. 
Thro* villages, o'er plains wc ride. 
Where Ouzc condu As his filver tide ; 
So flow his winding waters ftray. 
He feems to linger on his way, 
As loth to leave the plea£ng fcenc 
Of woods, corn-fields, and paihires green : 
Thusrman, low-grovelling, like the river. 
Would loiter in this life for ever ; , 

So beautiful thefe fcenes appear, 
tie thinks it bolter to be here, « 

\ Thaa 
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Than try that coxmtryy from whoie boarA 

N« pak-eyed travellers return. 

At Eaton next, by twelve a clock. 

We bait our horfes at the Cock : 

Then leave awhile the public road. 

To take with friends a night's abode : 

This vifit- comes in doe fucceflion. 

And therefore deem it no digreffion. 

Thence crofs corn-fields our way explore^ 

Where chariots never went before ; 

Thro' rufhy fwamps, and bogs we paft. 

And came to • Beggary at laft : 

Even then we did not know our doom. 

For worfe misfortunes were to come : 

Fain would we thro* the pafbres ride; 

Our entrance.gates and locks denied : 

Thro' that deep lane, where many a flougli 

Would fpoil a horfe, or hide a cow, 

Pafs on we muft, if we intend 

To pay our vifit to a friend : 

True friendlhip has a bias ftrong. 

It drove us thro' the mire along. 

O'er banks and ridges, till, at laft. 

It fairly fct the carriage faft*— 

What's to be done ?— with might and main 

We haul'd it on the land again : 

• The name «f a £nitt hamkt; 

At 
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At length, with fe^ and wild tLrnxsCt 
We <:rawl'd thro' fafcly with the chaifo j 
Now on the. precipice's edge. 
Now bounc'd agaiaftaqoicldet hedgeg^ 
Andy by a woftdrdos kind of fate. 
By four arriv'd ^ ?it*-+'a gate;. 
Whofe entertainment neat and kind» 
£loon put tljefe dangers out of mind : ' ■ 
With focial friends wie pail the day, . > - ' 
And gaily, laagh'd our cares away-— « 
At fix we march, but firft provide. 
To fhun had rcnids^ a faithful guide ; 
4tid fhortly, o'er the rifing fteep. 
We faw the fpirp of Bngdcn peep: 
At breakfail near an hour we wafte,^ 
'Twas coffee, gratefcd to the tafte. 
With dulcet cream, and nut-brown toaft ; 
Then bid a Valeas to our hoft. 
O'er level roads we drive amain, 
Koads as the weil^roiPd terrace plain. 
And foon reach'd Stilton fafe and well— ^ 
We chofe the inn that bears the Bell, 
On mutton, charming food ! we dine. 
And cheer our hearts with generous wine ; 
• But long, alas 1 we muft not Hay-— 
Life flies with rapid wing away ; 
'Tis but a mi^ch .that we mu& make ; 
'Tis but a journey we mufl take : 



T^sst^ 
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Here we can.£x no firm adbode^ 

Nor loiter, long upon the road ; 

But muft, with vigilance^ attend 

Still to our joohneyy «nd its end* 

At Stamford next^ with ^lixits iight^ 

The Ball receives ns for the-iHgjht; 

Smelts and a itibbet was our food ; 

The bill was cheap» the wine was good* 

Oar wheels next morning 'eariy found 

O'er rough, thro' truly Roman ground^ 

Th' immenfe Veftigiay jlill ccrnipleat. 

Prove that th^ Romans once weve great : 

By ten, at Grantham we admire 

The noble churchy die lofty ipire ; 

Sarum's alone 19 two feet higher. 

Here, what before I ne'er had feen, 

I faw fai^ Venua, Beauty's Queen; 

Sweetly fhe fmil'd with graceful look. 

In ftiape of Lady Mary C— •. 

Our breakfa(l done, in hafte we went 

To Newark on the banks of Trent ; 

There (laid a little to regale 

On cold roail-beef and humming ale« 

Thence thro' a tedious, iandy way 

We labour'd, «nd at Carlton lay : 

With friends we drain'd the cheerful bowl^ 

And fupt on mutton and hsoil'd fowl. 



i 



And 



And eets diat gave us much content, 
Delidouaeels ——the ctls of iTrcnt, • '^ 
Next morn thro' wretched roads we Stcetp 
Yet pay at turnpiket deviltlh deal* : 
The purple heath we traversed o'er. 
Mid Hopt at Barnby on the Moor ; • 
Thence into honeft Yorkfiur€ vtcntur'd^ 
Which firft we at fair Bawtry entered : 
By thfee taDoncafter we came, 
A town polite^ of antient fame ; 
^hcre will the Mufe awhile unbend. 
And there this tedious journal end, 
Wrote^ deareft Anne, at your command^ 
And now it flies to kifs your hands* 

Sep. 6, 17 S9^ 
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S O N N E T^ 

BY T0S tATB U9,» HOWARDS* 



TO THE REV. MR.« LAWRY, Pll£BENi>ART O0 
^' ' ROCHESTER. 

LAwry» whofe b^i&ful lot has plac'd thee nev 
To Wifdom'f toufci where tkOu jnay'fl rightly 

Of the beiUkieans in^irtoe to excdl, £ipcU 

Science, which.hcwer can be priz'd too dear; 
Where tljjr*/ great Patron, tho' in life fevcre^i 

Is candid and bumane, in doing well 

Conflant and zealous, eager to repel 
Evil by good, in word and deediincere ; ; 
In this fair mirror fee thy duty clear, 
Pradice enforcing what his precepts teach. 

This great example ftudy night and day ; 
If faithful thus thy Chriftian courfe thou fteer, 
Tho* fuch perfedion thou fliould'ft fail to reach. 

The generous effort furc rewards will pay, 

* Dr. Henring, vchbifhop of Canterbury, 
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THE S£NTIMKNTS OK t U lit IK 
AN' EVIHTI.K 

ir ut #'— — v, 

^ »r "•' ^ -S- -• •' . •-J'^ rr* .^r - 

"*" fc*r Xyi'-:rft. •■- .»r »«*,:^-.^ ^a.. ,. ^ -. 
T'its. *..:- '-^ «=»• ^-'^ - ■- ■■ ■ -. >. 
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*< You wHo, to vindicate your regal right, 

•* That right divine by every kingdom claim'd» 

** In dreadful thunder ihook the diftant poles, 

*' While trembling regions heard the horrid found ; 

*« Let not Contention, hell's dcftruftivc fiend,- 

** Excite commotion, and your peace dellroy ; 

" Let not Ambition's vile, ignoble train, 

** The groveling arts of dark difllmulation, 

** Pride, pique, or intercft, e'er delude your ftepar; 

«* But let benevolence your fouls command, 

♦* Your darling paffion by your foes eonfefs'd. 

** "Can you, who brave repell'd th' iniidious foe^ 
** And nobly humbled their imperious creft ; 
*« Cad you, fo high-rcnown'd for martial deeds 
*« And fair emprife, to difcord fall a prey f 
** Inftant renounce each flupor of the foul, 
'< And virtuous dare the fam'd Britannia's weal* 
*« Remember Rome, augnfl;, imperial Rome— • 
** She long in virtue's caufe refplendent (hone : 
** Fragrant fhe bloom'd, and flourifti'd wondrous 
** 'Till pomp, vile luxury* corruption fell, [fair^ 
*« And Hydra Fadion, with malignant breath, 
** Tumbled, with cumbrous fall, her eagle-head! 
** Thifcwprld's dread emprefs,renown*d for learning^ 
•J For arras, arts, virtuous deeds, without compeer. 
**. IjFow how inglorious ! how fupinely funk ! 
•* Fallcpi from her high cftate, and grovelling in the 
** Sin^^ r^ibn's lamp illuminates the mind, [dud. 

«« And 
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** And cogent proves eternity to man ; 
u Since Jaftice too, eternal, will require 
"Stria .retribution for offences pafl ; 
*« Serious rcfleft on God's Aipreme decrees^ 
<< And learn obedience to his great commands : 
** For what avail earth's pageant pomp and joys 
" In that dread hour when death terrific comes',— -^ 
<< The gaudy title, iilken dalliance, 
<< A;id life too gaily fpent, will but torment, 
** Not calm the mind, in that tremendous moment ! 
** Let then your civil broils and difcord ceafc ; 
*• Enjoy tlie fruits of your well-earn'd renown ; 
'< Caft off each vice, each poifbnous dreg of life j 
" Fly fell corruption, taint of generous minds, 
" Left her corroding hand yoiur frame diflblve, 
«< And bury in the dull your antient toil : 
«< But if, unheeded, exhortation pafs, 
** Britannia, now fo fam'd, will fure imbibe 
«* A deeper ftain than Afric's tawny fons !" 
She faid ; then inflant vaniih'd into air. 
When Morpheus foon his guardian poll rciignM, 
And memory; faithful, ftamp'd upon my mind 
The fage inftruftions of the meek-cycd fair. 



tz O^ 



£ ii* ) 

ON THE NUPTIALS OF LORD GREY, AND 
LADY HARRIOT BENTINCK, 

BY MRS. P— — v.; 

HYmcn (ncglc^cd God) this day appears 
In blaze of glory, as in earlier years ; 
When. Innate wortLaloneth' affe^ons fway'd, 
Ii^Qr wei^tth the youth, nor pomp allurM the maid ; 
Titles and grandeur, " trifles light as air," 
Were not efTentials to the well-match'd pair; 
l^ut when indulgent heaven benignly joins . 
To title, virtues thfit e'en wealth refines | 
When noble.birth adorns a nobler heart. 
Which joys th' intruded bleflings to impart. 
Copies the great Commander of the iky. 
And w^P^s Affliffion's tear from Virtue^s eye f 
How fair's the lot ? — we fee, and wondering trace 
Thefe glowing virtues ftamp'd on Stamford's race : 
A bright compeer in worth and noble fame. 
Hark ! radiant Truth re-echoes Bentinck's nam^. 

Aufpiciotts mom ! for ever gay appear. 
Clad in the brighteft livery of the year ; 
joyful may circling hours thy ides relate, 
. Which faw united Grey and fientinck's fate ; 
Long be their years, to grief and pain unknown. 
And may each parent virtue be their own. 

A 
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. A N U P T I A L . C A It b^ 

f^KT TO A YOUNG COtTPLB ON THBIR WE0^ 
DING-DAY9 JULY XXIU, MDCCLXIIU 

BY THE SAMB» • ' ■ -- 

GLadly the caH of friendihip I obejr. 
And gratulating hail your nuptial dxf* 
May life's fmall circle ever bright appear. 
Fair as the morn that gives you all that's dear; 
May tender friendftiip (guardian power of Love) 
Attendant wak you, and each a6l approve ; 
Scan both your -merits with a partial eye. 
And, if a fault fhould rife, each pafs it by : 
Would you with joy ftill view your weddit)g-day> 
Not only bodi muft bve, but both obey. 



HOltACE, 



HQ*ACE; ODE XIV. BaOE'IL 

- IMtTATED BY JOHN, EARL OF CORKE. 

HOW (wift, alas ! the rolling years 
C* Hafte to devour their deftin'd prey ! 
A moth each winged moment bears. 
Which ftill in vain the ftationcfs i 

From the dead authors fweep away; 
And troops of canker-worms, wkh fecret pride, * 
Thf 6' gay vermilion leaves, and gilded covers glide. 

Great Bavins, fliould thy critic vein 
Each day fupply the teeming prefs, 
Should'il thou of ink whole rivers drain> 
«.^ot one odUvo (hall remain, 
' To ihow thy learning and addrefs : 
Oblivion drags them to her filent cell. 
Where brave king Arthur and his nobles dwell. 

Authors of every fize and name ; 

Knights, 'fquires, and dodiors of all colours. 
From the purfuit of lafling fame. 
Re-living, there a manfion claim : 
.* Bdiold the fate of modern fcholars ! 
Why will you then, with hope deluiive led. 
For various readings toil, which never will be read ? 

With 
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With filver clafp, and carncr-platc. 

You fortify the favourite book : 
Fear not from worms or time your fate I 
More cruel foes your works await : 

The butler, with th' impatient cook» 
And paflry-nymphs, with trunkmakcrs, combine 
To eafe the groaning fhel ves> and fpoil the fair defign* 



HORACE, ODE XXX. B O O K I, 

IMITATBD^ IN THE. PERSON OF GENERAlf 
C Hj'. ■ ■ . L L* 

BY DR. BROXHOL M. 

O Venus ! Joy of men and gods, 
Forfake, for once, thy bleft abodes. 
And deign to vifit my land; 
Quit Paphos and the Cyprian ifle. 
On thy fond votary kindly fmile. 
And come to my Duck Ifland. 

Thee, Goddefs, thee, my prayers invoke. 
To thee alone my altars fmoke ; 

O treat me not with rigour : 
Thy wanton fon bring with thee too. 
My dying embers to renew. 

And give me back my vigour^ 
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Bring* too, theOraces to my armst 
Girls that are prodigal of charms. 

Of every ^vour laviih : 
Yielding and melting let them be; 
Confider, I am iixty-three. 

And that's no age to raviih. 

Let jocund Health attend thy train. 
Much wanted by thy crazy fwain ; 

And, gentle Venus, pr*ythee. 
To crown thy gifts, and eafe my pain» 
{Since Ward has labour'd long in vain} 

Let Mercury come with thee. 



A SUBURBIAN PREACHMENT. 

A Reverend do^lor, preaching, in thcfuburbis^ 
About whofe debts arofefonie plaguy hubbubs. 
Thus, for his text, thefe pleafing words let fall, 
•* Have patience with me, and I'll .pay you alV 
With joy -prickt ears the rough Burroughniansftand, 
And deem'd the day of ballancing at hand : 
On his fii& Head his reafons were fo ftrong, . 
They fat with patience, tho' he preached fo long : . 
*** And now, fays he, I come to " pay you all"— — 
** Great is your patience, and my merit fmall— • 
" T'abufe that noble virtue were a crime—- 
^« So ril defer it to — another time." 



Vol. IX. K TO 
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TO THE MEMORY 

OF THE LATB DUKE OF BRIDGEWATER, 
MDCCXLVIII. 

BY N. COTTON, M. D. OF ST. ALBAN^S. 

PAtient to hear, and bounteous to beftow, 
A mind that molted at another's woe } 
Studious to aft the felf-approving part. 
That midnight mufxc of the honeft heart ; 
Thefe filcnt joys th* illuftrious youth pofleft. 
This cloudlefs funfhine of th' unfullied breaf) : 
From pride of peerage, and from folly free; 
Life's early morn fair Virtue gave to thee. 
The tear no longer ftole from Sorrow's eye. 
And Poverty rejoic'd, when he was nigh ; 
Like Titus, knew the value of a day. 
And Want went fmiling from his gates away. 
Titles and rank are borrowed from the throne : 
Thefe honours, Egerton, were all thy own. 



EPI- 
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I4»IT APH ON 

KING THEODORE BARON NEUHOFP, . 

IN ST. Ann's church-yard, Westminster. 

Near this place is interred 

Theodore, king of Corfica, 

Who died in this pafifJi, Dec. u, 1756. 

Immediately after 

Leaving the King's Bench prifon. 

By the benefit of the a6l of infolvency t 

In confequence of which 

He refigned his kingdom of Corlica 

For the iife of his creditors. 

THE grave, great teacher, to a level bring* 
Heroes and beggars, galley-flaves and kings ; 
But Theodore this moral learn'd, ere dead ; 
Fate pour'd its lefTons on his living head, 
Beftow'd a kingdom, but denied him bread. 
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OCTOBER. AN ODE, 

THE naked grove now fhivers at the blafi:. 
While his green mantie on the ground is caft. 
Bleak are the profpedb of the widow'd trees. 
Mourning their faded glories in the breeze ; 
Hark ! where the barns conceal their yellow ilores^ 
Echo repeats the labour of the floors ! 

Like a young threfher, on the neighbouring hill. 
Her mimic ftrokes the didant woodlands fill ; 
Now in the Scorpion, Phoebus rules the day. 
And Summer's painted foliage fades away. 
Shorn is the verdure of the hazel-fhade, 
Whil« the gale brufhes o'er the auburn glade ; 

Now, ye autumnal beauties, mourn the time 
Mifpent in prudery, while you pafs'd your prime ! 
And, ere the the plum is of its blue bereft, 
Be frugal of the golden hour that's left ; 
Yon (lately pine late triumph'd in its fhade, 
But mark, in Autumn, how its honours fade ! 
Vol. X. B ^\ir. 



The flcies, prophetic of iktrn Winter, wear 

A fadder robe*- — and nipping is the air ; 

Now to the thirfty root the fap defcends, 

Tho' flill the bough, with golden fruitage, bends* 

Still the hale jafmine boalb its white and green,. 

And annuals triumph o'er the withering fcene;. 

Now teem the cydct-vats with apple-wine^ 
And emulate the nedar of the vine ; 
While ripe Pomona labours to produce 
A cooling, beven^e for the Summer's u(ey> 
The fervor of the heated fwain to Gool, 
While the proud dog-flar. holds his tyrant-rule ;; 

Will Myra from her plighted promife range ? 
Shall LoveV affedions with the weather change ? 
No ; tho' around difmantkd foreAs pine. 
And the gay fields their velvet gloCs refign». 
Reverfe of Autumn, Ihe fhall never fade. 
Sot ardent Truth embower us with. its fhade^ 



THE 
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THE FALL OF THE LEAF. 

We all do fade as a leaf*. It aiar». 



SEE the leaves around ns falling, 
Dry and withered, to the ground^. 
Thus to thoughtlefs mortals calling, 
In. a iad and fblemn found ;, 



<< Sons of Adam, once ja Eden, 
*« 'Till like us he blighted fell, 

** Hear the ledture we are reading, 
** 'Tis alas ! the truth we tell. 

*** Virgins, much,- too mueh prefuming 
** On your boafted. white and red, 

** View us late in beauty blooming, 
** Number'd now among the dead*. 

*• Griping niifers, nightly waking, 
" See the end of all your care, 

** Fled on wings of our own making,, 
" We have left our owners bare. 

•* Sons of honour, fed on praifes, 
** Fluttering high in fancied worth,. 

•* Lo ! the fickle air that raifes, 
" Brings us down to parent earth. 



[ 4 I 

<* Learned fophs, in fyftems jaded, 
" Who for new ones daily call, 

«< Ccafe at length, by us pcrfuaded^^— 
" Every leaf muft have its fall. 

*< Youths, tho' yet no loffes grieve you, 
*' Gay in health and manly grace, 

<< Let not cloudlefs fkies deceive you, 
** Summer gives to Autumn place* 

«* Venerable fires, grown Hoary, 
** Hither turn th' unwilling eye, 

«* Think, amidil your falling glory, 
** Autumn tells a Winter nigh. 

«* Yearly in our courfe returning, 
" Me*fenger5 of fhorteft day, 

** Thus we preach this truth concerning, 
*' Heaven and earth fhall pafs away." 

** On the tree of life eternal, 

<* Man, let all thy hopes be ftay'd, 

^* Which alone, for ever vernal, 
'' Bears a leaf that fhall not fade/' 



THE 
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THE DECLINE OF AUTUMN* 



BY W. W« 

THE bofom of earth is all matted with leaves> 
The honours of Autumn decay ; 
Brown Ceres no longer exhibits her fheaves. 

To the golden-eyed monarch of day. 
With^diffonant guns hills and vallies refound. 

The fwains thro' the coppices rove ; 
The partridges bleed on the arable ground. 
The pheafants lie dead in the grove. 

The coats qf the hedges look languidly green. 

The fwallows relinquifh the meads ; 
Rude winter approaches with horrible micn» 

The flowrets give place to the weeds. 
The fun too is lazy, and flumbers abed. 

As loathing fo early to rife : 
"^hen rifen, how dim lopks his vapoury head ! 

How faint he illumines the fkies 1 

No more on the poles hang the duflering hops. 

Or form a magnificent fhade ; 
No more on their fkirts fhine the fhowery drops. 

For Autumn, their nurfe, is decay 'd. 

B X The 
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Tke gale that was wont to approach me fo Icindy 

Grdws (harp, and flies haitily by, 
To give me fweet kiffes no longer inclined. 

It bids the tear ftart from my eye. 

O ! fee,i while I {peak, from the gun'skvdl'd sum ^ 

Death pierces the birds of the air ! 
Ye rovers, will nothing yourconduft reclaim, 

And move your hard bofoms to fparei 
No, nothing — ye cry with unanimous voice, 

^ While ridicule falls fix>m your tongues 
Ye think not, ye cruel ones, as ye rejoice. 

How onjce the poor imiocent» fung;. 

To others fuch harbaroas iports I rtfign^ 

. And fly to jny Florimel's arms ; 
Her ian&ified love ihall be toully mine^ 

Por virtue adds force tt> her charms. 
On the bafe of religion, my £aar^ let it rife 1 

To crown us with bleffings 'twas given. 
To bid our fools mount from the earth to the fktest ' 

And ^ve us a fbretafte of heaven* 
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A FAREWELL TO SUMMER. 

ACieu fairfpring ! adorn'd with chaplets gay. 
Ye fields and vernal landfcapes all adiea, 
^riglTt fummer and the long tranfparcnt day, 
No more I hail the fcented groves and you. 

Farewell the walk where cryftal rivulets glide. 
Where (lender ofiers waft the healthful gale, 

Where infedts float along the filver tide, / 1 1 
And filent rapture haunts the fruitful vale. 

Where purple-lawns falabrious odours fpread, [dye. 
Where heath-fhrubs bloflbm wild with bngiiid 

Where round the hedge unbought perfumer are flied. 
And nati¥e beauty courts the xoving «)«• 

Where hawthorns bud, and velvet cowflips grow. 
Where verdant banks put forth the painted weed, 

Whofe vivid hues edipfe th' embroider'd beau. 
And the proud Haunters of the Park exceed. 

Where Solitude unfolds her matchlefs charms. 
And meek Content aiTumes her happy reign. 

Where Jocund Plenty crowns the rifing farms. 
And ftlb ^ fiorehoufe of the viUage-fwain. 
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How fre(h pad pleafures dance before the mind, 
Renew'd in thought by winter's coming train> 

That now, like vapours on the broad-wingM wind, 
Hafle to deface the beauty of the plain. 

I fee, with memory's retrofjpedive eye. 

Each rivulet's polilh'd current fmoothly fk)W, 

See blithfome May hang pearly bloffoms high. 
And richly drefs the flowery meads below. 

See nodding orchards wave their plumy pride. 
See gardens grac'd with all the tints of fpring, 

Fnamell'd beds their tender foliage hide, 
'Till genial funs a warmer feafon bring. 

What fcenes can equal fummer's bright difplay, . 

When fwift Aurora drives her early car, 
When glowing Phoebus gives the blulhing day. 

And fends his boundlefs influence wide and far. 

How fweet to fee the flocks that crop their food> 
And ikip in wanton fport around the fleld. 

Glad to prefent their bleating gratitude, 

For the green paflure that the meadows yield* 

To hear the wakeful fliepherd's homely ftrain. 
Breathe welcome fonnets to the rofy beam. 

While flumbcring towns in leaden fleep remain^ 
And lofe fubflantial pleafures for a dream« 
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To txcud betimes the neighbouring lanes, and view 
(Enefcorching heat rides on the noon-tide air) 

The grafs, the trees, the vallies rob'd in dew. 
And garden plants the liquid garment wear* 

There oft at morn I tun'd the rural lay. 

And with my Sylvia gently ftray'd along. 
The birds fat mute on every leafy fpray. 

While liftening echo catch'd the lk>wing fbng. 
• 
There filent mus'd on Shakefpear's tragic page» 

Of Milton learn'd to fcale the azure road. 
Chanted Maeonides' poetic rage. 

And read, O Pope I thy equal thoughts of God, 

Adniir'd great Thomfon's adive fkilful mufe. 
That in fuch eafy numbers fcans the globe. 

Such lively colours Albion's fpring renews. 
And paints the beauties of her vernal robe. 

There, when the lark began her warbling fong. 
And Ihook her pinions for the morning flight, 

Rais'd the loud chorus of the feather'd throng. 
And tower'd beyond the fartheft reach of fight. 

The tuneful black-bird whiflling to his mate. 
Far o'er the lonely foreft thrill'd the note. 

And cheerful linnets in the woods, elate, 
Rejoin'd the melting mafic of his throat. 
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Our praHe reaped fervor from the general glov. 
The pious airs infpir'd the heavenly flame. 

The thrufh's plaint, the cattle's meaning low, 
Wiih grateful joy our fwelling hearts o'ercame* 

Kor lefs at eve the rural maniions pleafe. 

Or rural virtues charm th' exalted ibul, 
Whofe powers not yet enervated by eafe, 

Like Newton, graip creation's ample wholes 
• 
In iearch of learning's gifts unwearied roam» 

Th' illumin'd fpaces of the milky way, 
Traverfe th' infinitude of nature's dome. 

The earth, its fnow-top'd mountains, and theiea^ 

In every part difcover wifdom's hand. 

Find Deity infcrib'd on all around. 
Omnipotence and love from ftrand to ^and, 

Far as th' encircling ocean's utmoft bound. 

Eor foch, O fpring ! thy fragrant breezes blow. 
Thy new-born flowers -expand the cnmfon leaf^ 

Thy rays, O fummer i golden profpeds fliow. 
And tinge the grain of Ceres' pointed (heaf. 

For fuch, mild autumn rears the fiiooting vines^ 
Bids juicy cluflers fwarm the fhaded wall. 

Enriching crops o'erhang her wheaten mines. 
And ripen'd f/Uits bom bending branches fall* . 
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"^o fuch, eves winter's jarring winds convtf^ 
The gladfome tidings of eternal peace : 

^nd itorms» and clouds, that others blifs allay 
Their hppe, their Hrengthy their fortitudeincreaicb 



A FAREWELL TO THE COUNTRY. 

WRITTBK THE MlfiDXR <XF OCTOBER. 

ADieu ! the pleaiing rural (cene^ 
Thick ihades and ineadows fair and green* 
The field .adorn'd withlheaves of com. 
The walk at early hour of morn. 

Behold ! with green no meads are clad. 
Behold the thruih iits mute and fad : 
No lively fongtter's warbling throat 
Pours joy, pours mtific in bis note. 

How bare, how naked feems yon bedl 
The pink is gone, the tnlip dead : 
Where is the gay, the odorous flower, 
TJiat lately blufli'd in yonder bower f 

^o fade the glories of the year. 
They blofTom fair, and difappear ; 
And (melancholy tmth!) fond man I 
Thy life'ta flower* thy days ai^anl 
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Almiglity Sovereign, bounteous Power, 
Whom every clime and tongue adore : 
Whofe wifdom this vaft fyftem plann'd. 
And form'd tne iea, and form'd the land f 

Proftrate before thy throne we bow. 
Parent of circling feafons Thou ! 
Haften far happier days — and bring 
** One glorious and eternal fpring l'^ 



ON 
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ON SEEING A ROSE IN OCTOBER. 

THnce happy flower, what heavenly aid 
Supports thy ftrength, while others fade ? 
Wkat quickening fpirit makes thee blow. 
While all thy fifters droop below ? 
Sure there's a fpark of heavenly flame, 
That fhoots its warmth throughout thy frame ; 
Some inborn eflence moil refin'd, 
Some genial virtue good and kind. 
That makes thy blufliing beauties blow* 
And thy mellifluous fweets to flow ; 
That gives new life, and rears thy head. 
When all thy beauteous race lie dead. 

Thou, charming rofe ! art now moft rare. 
And would'ft be quite beyond compare ; 
But that my Delia, but that ihe. 
Is lovely, fair, and fweet like thte : 
Like thee, when other beauties pine. 
She glows with virtue, and fliall fliine ; 
Deep in the heart the blefling lies. 
The {park divine that never dies : 
Which (when the froft of age invades. 
When on her cheek thy pidure fades) 
Shall give new grace, new life, new air. 
And make her eminently fair. 

ON 



ON THE DEATH OF DR. PA*^fR: 

PBXLOW OVTHrtir. COL. CAM:. 

T length,. pocxfiiffi»ingwietch>.di7 pugstrtf 



A 
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Death feals thy cfesy and dion fiiak groaa no more ; 
No moft ihalL miiby reach thy tortured breaftr 
Nor life'is low cares difiurib thy fettled reft: 
From pride, ambsitkni, enryy malice fretf 
Thou feel'ft no more the gripes of penury,.' 
Nor all the thoufand pains of fad mortality. 
Yet fttre fome decent honours to thy ihade. 
From learning's ions fome tribiKe might be paid: 
In the lafl office might there not have been 
Some added grace to folemnize the icene ? * 
Some plaintive Mufe to deck thy empty bier» 
Some pitying friend to drop the tender tearl^ 
But foes purfued thee to thy lateft breath. 
And malice left thee not a friend in deaths 

* The do£lor was buried ia the eoUego ehapd: It h uiual; 
•n the death of anyi Fellowy to carry an empty bier, with » 
fall over it, round the Quadrangle, the Choir walking before 
it, and all the members of the fociety behind : Verfet on the 
deceafed are ufually fixed, to the ptU> and difown into the 
f^zvtv — But thefe ceremonies were omitted. 

Gnc 



One eye alone I faw with forrow fI6wv- 

In artltfs full iimplicity of woe ; 

The faithful * ruilic wept ; and only he 

Reproached the croud for loft humanity. 

Befpis'dy unfelt for, unlamented lay^ 

In the rude grave, th' unanimated clay. 

And yet thi& trampled corfe had once a name^ 

Once was ho Granger to the voice of fame ; 

This thing defpis'd was once with genius fir^d^. 

Nay, by the adver& B^ntley was admir'd ; 

^Midft Granta's fons but lately filled the chair. 

Graceful, as when her Whalley's fd£ was there.^ 

foe to himfelf alone, his open mind [kind ;; 

Embrac'd, and lov'd, and would have fervid man- 

But niggard Fortune a£b by partial rules. 

And oft her bounty (howers on knaves and fools ; 

Once ihe could ibiile on him with glimmering ray^ 

But clouded o'er the evening of his day ; 

In life's decline no healing comfort gave. 

But funk his foul with, forrow to the grave. 

By hopes too (anguine led, he met the fate. 

Of all who feek the rich, and truft the great. 

He went, he bow'd, he heard, and he believ'd ^ 

Was courted, flatter'd, promis'd, — and deceiv'd ;. 

*■ A country bpy that waited on the Doflor, who was ob- 
fcrved to cry all the time. 

Fiad 
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Find we then moll to pity or to blame ? 

Shall we reward with praife, or brand with fhame ? 

If livelier parts to venial faults betray» 

Mud cenfure wipe his merits quite away ? 

If meagre want, with deep afflidion join'dy 

Subdue the reafon, and unhinge the mind» 

Shall we, officious, every blot reveal. 

And judge him with uncharitable zeal? 

Or kindly weep for Nature thus decay'd. 

And o'er his failings caft a friendly fiiade ; 

To future ages bid his virtues bloom. 

And bury all hit follies in the tomb. 

1751. 
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FABLES FOR GROWN GENTLEMEN. 

BY J. H. S. ISQ^ 

WHITTEN IN MDCCLXI* 

FABLE I. 

THE RIVER WITH A PETITION. 

According to the Romifh creed, 
I fpeak of Rome two thoufand years ago> 
The life that they fuppos'd the Gods to lead, 

You would not chufe to undergo. 

Jupiter's bufinefs, day and night. 
Was to attend with open cars and eyes. 
And to write down, as fafl as he could write. 
All the impertinence that men devife. 

Beiides mens fopperies and ravings. 

The women had fo great a (hare. 

That their abfurdities and cravings 

Omnipotence alone could bear. 

And furthermore, to try his patience. 
He heard the prayers and fanciful diltreiles 

Of all his children and relations. 

And of his wife and his mif-trefTes. 

Vol. X. C Once 



r »8 ) 

Once on a time, if you'll believe tradition,, 
. A riyer in gjreat tribulation". 
To Jupiter prefented a petition. 
With an expoftulating exhortation ; 
Whereby, if the petitioner's refus'd. 
He has a right, to thii^k hin^felf ill-us'd ; 
A form of prayer contriv'd for execution, 
Exa^ly like a double^barrell'd, gun. 
Which if you Ere with refolution. 
You have anoth^ chance when one is done. 
So far from killing' two birds with one ftone. 
An art that*^ very little known ; 
All the.petitioiM^r dcfir'd to do. 
Was to kill one with two,. 
Now this petiti(m fhew'.d how the petitioner,. 
For his fidelity^, iseal^ SLod devption. 
Had been,a|^pQii(it;ed a^commiffioner 
Of the revenues of the Ocean«. 
Which he cojledcd with great, pains,. 
And fent in good and current cafli. 
But, for his trouble and clear gains,, 
. The Sea retura'd adulterated traih.: 
Wherefore he pray'd, 
Exhorted and fubmitted^ 
That all the fums the Ocean paid,. 
Shall for the future be remitted. 

And iflued feir^ 
Without debafement or impairi 

Un- 
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Ungrateful Tliames ! the God replied^ 
Without that mixture and alloy. 
Which the Sea pours into thee every tide, 
Thy beauty and thy ftrength would wear away. 

Without his aid thou wouldft remain 
Like Tiber, or the poor pretending Seine, 
Led thro* parterres, or rolled down a cafcade> 
Confin'd to vanity, and loft to trade. 
•Tis thus the Highlander complains, 
*Tis thus the Union they abufe 
For binding their back-fides in chains, 
And (hackling their feet in fhoes : 
For giving them both food and fewel, 

And comfortable cloaths, 
Inftead of cruel oat- meal gruel ; 
Inflead of rags- and heritable blows. 
Luxury every day grows ftronger ; 

The Highland feir 
Beholds her lover now no longer 

Trotting with his buttocks bare. 
Thus Doftor Brown was taken with the fplecn, 
And fancied wc were all undone, 
Ravitig about a carpet and a fcreen. 
And out of temper with the fun t 
Becaufe it4s a crime. 
As he fuppofes. 
For men to run in winter time 
Into the fun to warm their nofes. 

C 2 'TIs 
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*Tis an egregious want of fenfc, 

A want of tafle, and want of ihamey 

To fancy univerfal affluence 
And luxury the fame. 

In fpite of Doftor Brown's difcerning. 
The term of univerfal will agree. 
As well with his benevolence and learning. 
As univerfal fuit with luxury. 
He may perceive, if he be fo inclin'd. 
Like his difcernnient, luxury's confin'd. 
For as the gout torments the hands and feet, 
To eafe the nobler flomach and the head. 
So luxury, to gratify the great, 
Infults and robs the labourer of his bread. 
Luxury in a Hate is a difeafe, 
Becaufe 'tis partial, and obflrufted wealth. 
But univerfal affluence and cafe 
Is univerfd happinefs and health. 



FABLE 
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FABLE II. 

THE PHOENIX AND HER LOVERS. 

THat every female's a coquette, 
1 could as fafely fwear upon a book. 
As I could fafely bet. 
That every Frenchman is a cook. 
A Phoenix, daughter of the Sun, 
Challe as a Veftal, modeft as aWun, 
Added fuch merit to. her birth. 
That not a bird, tho' of the higheft falhion. 
No feather'd coxcomb of the earth 
Ventured to declare his paffion. 
They all agreed 
No eartl^ly bird was worthy of her love ; 
None but a bird of the celeftial breed. 
An angel from above. 
The Phoenix liv'd fo long a maid, 
*Till all her gaiety and bloom 
Began to fade. 
And favour of the tomb. 
She mop'd, grew fplenetic, and tir'd 
Of fo much awe and fo much ftate, 
Se long'd like other birds to be admir'd. 
Like other birds ihe long'd to find a mate. 

C 3 At 
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At lad Ihe i/Tued out a proclamation 
To fummon the male birds of ev^ nation ; 
Perhaps this fummons, and this longing, 
Was a political machine, 
Juft like the lovers that came thronging, 
Summon'd by our virgin queen. • 

Now, from- attjq«8tters. 
The birds appeared in itheir beft cloaths i 
Nobles in lla<*«; and garters, 
Curled and embroider'd beaux. 
Some {lately, others light and gtiy. 
One cooed, another fung and flatter'd. 
Some, like the Magpie and the Jay, 
For ^ver chattered* 
About the inner ring^ 
Where all the birds of iigure prefs, 
A bat whirlM roand with leathern wing. 
To (how his fhape and his addrefs^ 
Offering his heart, his eyes and wings to boot. 
At which there wCe an univerial hooc 
The Phcenix anfwer'd in the tone. 
And in the felf-fame manner languiih'd. 
As queen Elizabeth, when (he was fhown 
A taylor by her beauty vanquifli'd ; 

Take courage man, fays ihe. 
For if I needs muft have a taylor, 
I promife, withont failuoe. 
To marry none but thee. 

And 
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And as the queen coquetted at an age 
When other queens are tame, 
*Tiil fhe went off the ftage. 
The Phoenix did the fame. 
She died a great croquette, and, what is more» 
Rofe from the grave a greater than before. 
The Phoenix and felf-love are the fame bcaft. 
Within the human breaft, 
Which poets feign the fpicy eaift. 
She builds her iblitary neft ; 
From whence, with every gale of wind* 
The traveller may fmell the mind* 
Her lovers are our paflions ; thefe fiic meets. 
Either by appointment or by chance. 
Which if fhe can't indulge, ftie treats 
With fmiles and complaifance* 
And as the Phoenix, from her aChes raised. 

Returns as blooming as a bridct 
So when we think it dies, the Lord be prais'd« 
Self-love fprings up again with double pride. 

*Tis a 'determin'd cafe. 
None but ourielves can occupy our place. 
For this fame reafoa, phyiical and clear, 

£ach individual of as all . 
Is that fame Phoenix, withoi^t any peer. 

On thi3 terreftrial ball. 
A Lover is a mad-man, and a mifer 
Not one jot wifcr. 

C 4 Let 



Let any try> except a lover. 
Or one devoted to his pelfy 
Whether in all the world they can difcover 
Another felf. 
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THE DUCKIftNQS AND THB WISB BIK&S. 

A Hen, one evening to enjoy the cool. 
Was walking with a brood of ducklings cal- 
Juil lil^ a niijftrc& of a boarding-fchool, [low. 
With miiTcs green and yellow. 
As fhe waa tutoring and fchooiing 
This bird fo^ loitering, and that for fooling, 
Behold a fi(h-pond fo alluring. 
That, fpite of her remonlbrances and cackle. 
They ventur'd their whole Hock without enfuring, 
Trufting to their oars and tackle. 
The hen kept fcolding like a drab, 
Curfing her rebellious race ; 
We're not thy children, cried a pert young fquab. 
If we were chickens, we ihould have more grace ; 
On Nature we depend. 
Our courfe ihe fleers. 
Nature's a fafec guide, and better friend 
Than any dotard's fears. 

Clofe 



Clofe by the pond, an antient tower 
Lifted its venerable head, 
A college and fcquefter'd bower. 
Where owls for ages had been bred ; 
An old profeiTor, a great clerk. 
Taught them their talents to difplay. 
To keep their eyes wide open in the dark» 

And ihut them in the face of day. 
To think abftraftedly, to reafon deep. 
And to declaim, *till all the world's afleep. 

Thefe ftudents from. the tower faw our young fblks^ 
Our bold adventurers under fail^ 
They heard their clamorous mirth and jokes. 
And heard their nurfe'a fruitlefs wail. 
Obferve, fays one more learned than the reft, 
Thefe birds by inftind know thcfeaibn 
To fail, to eat, to go to reft, 
Juft as we know by argument and reafon« 
We know from reafon and experience both. 
We fee it every hour ; 
That governors are loth 
To part with power. 
Yon hen which you all hear. 

In fuch a fright. 
Undoubtedly affeds that fear. 
To keep her pupils always in her fight. 
From the fame principle, for the fame end. 
Our tutor keeps us all thus pen'd : 

Preaching 
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Preaching that we moft not pretend to 'fly. 

We are too weak, it is too foon. 
Which ril demonftratc to be a lye. 

As clear as the fun at nocm. 
Feet, faid the fabtle Owl/ 
Are -not the things. 

That conftitute the cflence of a fowl. 
So much as wings. 
Whatever is eflential to our make 
We fooneft learn, and feldomeft miftake. 
Hence that pathetic prayer, that tender call. 

By which we get o«r wants diipatch'd. 

Is fo effendal above all. 
That we all fpeak the moment we are hatch'd. 

Nature, benevolent arid wife. 
Opens our mouths much fooner than our eyes. 

By parity of reafon meet. 

Our wings and pinions (hould be ready 

Long time before our heads and feet 
Are firm and ftcady. 

Therefore 'twill follow like a chain. 

That as we walk, you mnft confefs. 

With little giddinefs and pain, ■ 
If we attempt it, we muft fly with left. 

This reafoning philofophic wight 

Con vine 'd his brethren one and all : 

With one accord they took their flight. 
And fatal and untimely was their fall. 

None 



C *7 1 

None of them reafon'd any more. 

The yoting logicians lay like wrecks. 
Drown 'd in the pond, or fcatter'd on the Ihorc, 

With mangled limbs, and broken necks. 

Bred in a court, or feme gay city. 
The ducklings are thofe though tlei^ ipritely fooby 

O Cambridge is it not. a pity. 
Strangers to thee and to thy fchools I -. 



F A B L E IV. 

LA NOBLESSE DB FRANC;E». 

I ■ 
THE FIGHTING COCK AND THE CflAVEK. 

A Cock, an officer of foot, >- r 
In France retir'd into a village,. 
Where he did nought but crow and ftfut, 
And live by pillage. 
Whene'er he had a mind 
To take his paftime with the fair. 
He was not to one wife confin'd. 
Nor to a pair. 
But, like a lord, 
Hal half a dozen both at bed and board* 

He 
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He fpied a barn*door fowl one day, 
Cram'd from the rump up to the gullet. 
In amorous dalliance and play 
With a young pullet. 
His robes and train» his fenatorial cap. 

His file almoftthe fize of gecfe, 
Show'd that he had been nnrtuFd in the lap 

Of peace. 
Bred for the bench and prefidental chair. 
He judg'd^ he rooiled, and digefted there. 
The military cock took as much pleafure 

As an unlucky page, 
To fee the magiftrate employ his leifurc 
So much below his dignity and age. 
He that fhould ftt a good example I 

Be virtuous and difcreet 1 
To tread on modefly, and trample 

Chaftity beneath his feet ! 
Fine times, fays he, when judges run 
Seducing maidens in the open fun I 

This wanton fit 
Comes of intemperance and overheating ; 
Which, as it foon will bring you to the fpit, 
Shall fave your reverence from a beating. 
To this reproof. 
With a fly fneer, the judge replied aloof: 
'Tis true, that I and all my brood. 
When we have run the race affign'd. 

Shall 
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Shall have the honour to become the food 
And comfort of mankind. 
An unexpefted death 
Shall gently ileal, not force away our breath. 
Good colonel, you are mightily miftaken. 
It is not owing to rcfpeft, in deed, 
That you are neither boil'd, like us, with bacon, 

Roailed nor fricaiTecd. 
But tho' your flefh be men's averfion. 
Yet it contributes muck to their diverfion; 
They give you barley, bread, and oats, 
Becaufc they take great pleafure and delight 

To fee you light ; 
To fee you cutting one another's throats. 
If you efcape, and are not ilain in war. 
You are in a worfe plight by far. 
Amongft the hogs. 
Wounded and lame, you're on a dunghill c&ft. 
By wanton boys and puppy dogs 
Worried or teaz'd to death at lafL 
In France the land-tax is not as 'tis here, 
A tax where you appeal and Ajuabblc ; 
There the nobility, go free and clear. 

Like the rafcaiity and rabble. 
The fame exemption pards and tygers own ; 
And the bafe polecat caught in gins : 
Their flefli and bone we let alone. 
And aflc them nothing but their ikins. 

FABLE 
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FABLE V. 

THE DOG AND THE CAT. 

INtereft fafcinates both age and youth. 
And, with a glance of her bewitching eye. 
Can make a minifter fpeak truth. 
Or make a mighty monarch tell a lye* 
She can fet brothers by the ears. 
And, what you'll fcarce believe perhaps. 
Make ii£bers as harmonious as the {pheres. 
And live together without pcdling caps» 

'Tis fhe gives every one her place^ 
Oft, like a blundering marihal at a feaft. 
Joining a fcoundrel to his grace. 
An atheiil to a prieft. 
Intereil well underflood. 
Made Solomon^ makes Melcomb now declare- 
That life is only good 
To eat and drink, and laugh, and banifli care. 
Clofe by a kitchen £re> a dog and cat. 

Each a famous politician. 
Were meditating, as they fat. 
Plans and projects of ambition. 
By the fame fire were fet to warm 
Fragments of their mafler*s dinner ;. 
Temptations to alarm 
The frailty of a finner. 
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Clear prurient water ftre-^m'd from Pbmpcy's jaws^ 
And Tabby look'd demure, and lick'd her paws j 
And as two plenipos, 
For fear of a furprife. 

When both have fomething to propofe^ 

Examine on« another's eyes ; 
Or like two maids, tho' fmit by different fwainsy 
In jealous conference o'er a difti of tea, 
Pompey and Tabby both, cudgeii'd their brains, > 
Studying each: other's phyfiognomy. 

Pompey,. endow'd with finer fenfe, 
Difcover'd, in a caft of Tabby's face, 

A fymptom of concupifcence. 
Which made it a clear ca{&. 
When, flrait applying to the dawning pa^on, 

Pompey addrefs'd her in this falhion : 
Both you and I, with vigilance and zeal. 
Becoming faithful dogs, and pious cats, 
Have guarded day and night this conunon-weal 
From robbery and rats. 

All that we get for this, heaven knows. 

Is a few bones and many blows. 

Let us no longer fawn and whine. 

Since we have talents and are able i 
Let us impofe an equitable fine 
Upon our mailer's table. 

And 
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And, to be brief. 
Let us each chuie a iingle difh, 
ril be contented with roaft beef. 

Take you that turbot— ^you love fifli, 
Thus every dog and cat agrees. 
When they can fettle their own fees. 
Thus two contending chiefs are leen. 
To agree at laft in every meafure ; 
One takes the management of the marine. 
The other of the nation's treafure : 
Thus L — g retired, thus even P — t 
His popularity refign'd. 
For a tid-bit, 
A pit-tance fuited to the patriot's mind. 



FABLE 
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FABLE VI. 

THE SPIDER AND THE FLY. 

With maUcc fell 
A fpider watch'd witliin his cel^ 
Ready to fally, 
The unwary traveller to foufe^ 
Like a Jew^ broker in the Alley, 
Or a Dutch merchant in his counting*houfer 
Like them he correfponded far and near. 
And tho' his trade was intricate and dark. 
He manag'd his affairs, and kept all clear. 
Without a partner or a clerk* 
A petit maitre, an aftive builling fiyy 
Thinking to fcamper unmolefted. 
With airy equipage as he pafs'd by. 
By cruel Cacus was arretted. 
Furnilh'd with that undaunted fenfe, 
Which only courts and camps can teach,. 
Having no weapon or defence. 
Except his inftrument of fpeech, 
The fly, with flattering foporific flrains,. 
Tried to benumb the fpider's brains i 
Hearing fuch daily praife beftow'd,. 
Upon your elegance in weaving. 

Vol. X* ]> 
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I came to vifit your abode. 
Which is magnificent beyond believing : 
And now I am convinc'd, if you will drop 
The linen trade. 
And take to weaving velvets and brocade. 
The fallad-eaters foon mnA (hut up (hop. 
Change but your diet, and, like their's, your tafle 

Will grow refin'd, correal and chafte. 
As I have iludied every herb and leaf. 
That's either noxious or good to eat. 
Make me your caterer in chief. 
And jpourveyor of all your meat* 
Senjd me this infant, in a trice 
V\l bring you fomething favoury and nice* 
Seeing the fpider fmile and grin. 
He found his plot would not fiicceed. 

It was too thin. 
For one of that fagacious breed> 
On which he fell a vapouring and buzzing. 

Swearing the drones would take the alarm. 
And come to the afiiftance of their coufin 
With an enormous fwarm. 
The drones and I are no fuch fb-angers. 
We know, faid Cacus, what we both can do. 
They are too wife to run their heads in dangers. 
For fuch a bufy meddling fool as you : 

But, 
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But) fince ypa come to fpoil our manufadur^y 
And ])diron h6nef( traders, 
I'll hang you like a malefaftor. 
To terrify invaders. 
No fooner faid than done^ 
He knock'd him down, and hang him in the ran4 

The fpider's a negotiator, 
And an enfnaring captious debater^ 
Obdurate, fubtile and alert. 
The fly a coxcomb and a prater^ 
Teazing and pert. 
Tho' all fuch charafters I hate. 
And from my foul deipife. 
May we have many fpidcfrs in the ftatfJi 
When we are plagued with French and Spanifh flietf • 
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I came to vifit your abode. 
Which is magnificent beyond believing : 
And now I am convinced, if you will drop 
The linen trade. 
And take to weaving velvets and brocade. 
The fallad-eaters foon muft ihut up (hop. 
Change but your diet, and, like their's, your tade 

Will grow refin'd, correft and chafle. 
As I have ftudied every herb and leaf. 
That's either noxious or good to eat. 
Make me your caterer in chief. 
And jpourveyor of all your meat* 
Senjd me this inftantr in a trice 
V\l bring you fbmething favoury and nice* 
Seeing the fpider fmile and grin. 
He found his plot would not fiicceed. 

It was too thin. 
For one of that fagacious breed> 
On which he fell a vapouring and buzzing. 

Swearing the drones would take the alarm. 
And come to the afiiilance of their coufm 
With an enormous fwarm. 
The drones and I are no fuch flrangers. 
We know, faid Cacus, what we both can do. 
They are too wife to run their heads in dangers. 
For fuch a bufy meddling fool as you : 

But, 
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But, fince ypa come to fpoil our manufadttr^. 
And fidifbn h6nefl traders, 
I'll hang you like a malefaftor. 
To terrify invaders. 
No fooner faid than done^ 
He knock'd him down, and hang him in the rttn4 

The fpidei-'s a negotiator, 
And an enfnaring captious debater^ 
Obdurate, ftibtile and alert. 
The fly a coxcomb and a prater^ 
Teazing and pert. 
Tho' all fuch charafters I hate. 
And from my foul dcfpifc. 
May we have many fpiders in the ftatU* 
When we are plagued with French and Sf>ani(h flici* 
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FABLE VII. 

THE WILD DUCKS AND THE WATER SPANIEL^ 

• A Fter a tedious flight, 
JTjl Of many a ftormy day and night ; 
A Hock of wild ducks failing up and down^ 
Upon a lake were making merry ; 
Like failqrs/ in a fea-port town, 
Juft arriv'd from Pondicherry. 
A fwan too.ftately for fport. 
To ihew herfelf was all her vicw,^ 
Had undertaken to efcort 
The jovial crew. 
Swelling and bridling 
With all the airs of a fine dame at court ; 
Turning about and fidling> 
Advancing, and then flopping fliort. 

Difplaying in her features 
Contempt and infolent dejedion. 
To ^gnify that thofe ftrange creatures^ 
Were forc'd upon her for proteftion. 
I muft confefs, amongft mankind 
I have feen fwans as foolifhly inclin'd. 
At Paris on the Seine, 
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Vve feen a French marquee condud a pair 
Of German barons to the fair 

Of Saint Gennainey 
Strutting before them, toffing up his head. 
Then looking back, and lowering his creft. 
The barons were fo aukward, fo ill-bred. 

And fo ill-drefs'd- 
Have you not feen a new-made peer 
With equal pride, but greater trepidations, 
. Obferving in his rear 
A troop of country relations. 
Run up Saint James's-ftreet, and, at two leaps. 
Take Arthur's fteps ? 
Thofe fteps as terrible as the Tarpcian^ 
From whence with one black ball you'ce hurl'd 
Into another world 
Aipongd the damn'd Plebeian. 
Perhaps this grave and folemn fwan 
Diilik'd th^ company of thofe wild-ducks, 
Juft as a prude, or fober man, 
Di (likes the company of bucks. 
For while they made more noife and riot 
Than twenty juitices of peace. 
The fwan was ferious and quiet. 
As captain Gander marching with his geefe. 
Marching to the field, 
With gorget and a wooden fhicld. 

D J About 
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About the middle of the fake. 
Upon the banks, a water-fpanicl lay. 
Looking oat for duck or drake. 
Or any lawful prey. 
And as the captain of a privateer 
Lies by, 
Nor offers to bear down, nor gives a cheer, 
'Till his expefted prize begins to fly, 
Clofe to the fhore the fpaniel let them fail. 
And rufh'd into the lake when they tum'd tail^ 

Snorting and fnoring ; 
Purfuing them with all his force. 
Swearing and roaring 
'Till he was hoaHe ; 
He tum'd and vccr'd. 
Now made a ftretch, and then a tack 5 
Now fnapp'd, and now they difappear'df 
And rofe again a long way back : 
'Till the poor fpiritlefs exhauft«d brute 
Was forc'd to give up the purfuit. 
And as the French to Toulon ran. 
And left the Spaniards in a fcrape. 
The moment that the fray began 
The fwan made her efcape. 
Quite out of reach, 
A roan duck on the beach. 
Under a fhed, 
Confider'd the whole fcene with wonder, 

Juft 
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Juft like Caligula under the bed^ 
Studying the caufe of lightning and thunder. 
As the vidorious crew pafs'd by in order. 
He made them an oration ; 
The roan duck being the recorder. 
Or burgomafter of the corporation. 
Leave your abandoned lives. 
Roving like pirates and Jews, 
Come hither with your children and wives. 
And fettle peaceably in our mews. 
We'll take you without any fufs. 
Here we have neither law nor code. 
You're only tied to copy us. 
And go by cuftom and the mode ; 
You Ihall be faftiionably drefs'd, 
Proteded, treated, and carefs'd, 
A frifeur, with an inftrwnent of fteel. 
Shall fhapc your wings and yoar toupee. 
Make them fit perfectly genteel, 
Eafy and free* 
As to the reft, you may gather from my looks 
Whether the air is good, 
And whether we have wholefome food. 
Or tolerable cooks. 
Peace, wretch, the chieftain of the ducks replied. 
Nor with thy venal breath offend the brave. 
Freedom is as much our pride. 
As 'tis thine to be a flave. 

D 4 We 
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We neither injure nor provoke ; 
We neither fear great nor fmall, 
Becaufe we fcorn to yield to any yoke. 
We are hated by them all. 
From pole to pole purfued» 
From pole to pole. 
Our enemies have every foul 
Been baffled and fubdued. 
Lords of three elements, we can maintain 
Our freedom and poflefiions. 
With the fame eafe that we difdain 
Thy oiFers, and iniidious profeflions. 
In our own virtue we confide. 
On others how can we rely ? 
When fear or hope, envy or pride. 
May turn a friend into a falfe ally. 
Thofe who depend on others ; 
Whether on males or females they depend. 
Will find the fwan has many brothers. 
And fillers without end. 



THE 
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THE ADVICE OF AN OLD SPANIEL. 

ACeitain dog of middling birth, 
Frolickfome and full of play : 
Even in the height of all his mirths 
Delicate, as well as gay : 
With far more feeling for his friend. 
Than they could either tafle or comprehend.—* 

Being thrown into the world betimes, 
betimes difcover'd it was all a cheat. 
Yet not {o dangerous for odious crimes. 
As odious for malice and deceit. 

Oft, when he meant to have amus'd 
His friends with a conceit, or harmlcfs jcft. 
By many he was fnarFd at and abus'd. 
And flighted even by the beft. 
Oft, when half-llarv'd^ Jic found a bone. 

Or fomething hid, 
Inflead of eating it alone. 

As others did. 
He ran to fhare his daily bread, 

Unfought ; 
With thofe that were much better fed 
Than taught. 
His daily bread they feiz'd ; 
And drove him from their mefs. 
More difappointed and difpleas'd . 
With their ingratitude than Vvv& dV&x^^ 
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It is a maxim amongfl: dogs. 
When they have the addrefs and fkill^ 
To flip their collars and their clogs. 
And leave their friends that ufe them ill. 
To avoid anxiety and ftrife 
Tray was refolv*d to try a country life. 
A country dog, I think. 
Is exadtly like a country fquire. 
They both are only fit to deep and (link 
By their own fire. 
And when awake arc only good 
To yelp and halloo in a wood. 

Their joys. 
And converfation are the fame, 
'Tis all a clamour and a noife. 
And all the noi(e and clamour about game. 
Three words compofe their whole vocabulary, 
A fox, a hare, and a fine fcen ting day, 
Whether they are ferious or merry, 

'Tis all they have to fay : 
In fhort they never are fo entertaining, 
As when they're faft afleep, or feigning. 
To quit fuch friends as thefe. 
One would not grieve, 
Tray parted from them with great eafe, 
Without fo much as taking leave. 



Confults 
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Confiilts his grandfire, by profcffion, 
A fpaniel ; 
For judgment and di(cretion, 
A perfeft Daniel. 
Benign and mild ; 
He heard his grandfon's grievances, and fmilM. 

Grandfon, faid he, I do conceive. 
If you had known the world, and how things go. 

But half as much as you believe ; 
Which is twice as much as I believe you know ; 
You would not have complained. 
That dogs behave to one another. 

When they are unchain'd. 
Like every creature to his brother. 
Say, dupe of a rafh confidence and trufl. 
If you lie open and unguarded. 

Is it not juft. 
That vigilance ihauld be rewarded ? 
*Twas neither Nature's call. 

Nor my inftruftion, 
To truft your friends at all ; 
Much lefs, to truft them to your own dellruftion : 
A painful and fevere attention. 
Is but a neceflary fence, 
To every dog of fenfe, 
Againft deceit and circumvention. 
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A talk from which you hop'd to be relieVd 
By tnifting to your friends : 
You are deceiv'd» 
Afting as much as they for your own endt^ 
All the world knows. 
That fnendfhip's a meer found ; 
A found that hardly can impofe 
Upon a puppy hound. 
Nature is not to blame. 
Flatten 'd by cunning, indolence invented 

That fboliih name. 
By which fo many fools are circumvented. . 
Happinefs you'll feldom find, 
Unlefs you learn 
To have no weighty intereft, or concern. 
With thofe of your own kind. 
Unlefs you learn, (if it is not too late) 
That they are neither worth your love nor hate. 
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A PRESENT TO A YOUNG LADY WTTtt 
A PAIR OF STOCKINGS. 



BY 



FELLOW OF GAM BR IDG E. 

TO plcafc the Failr, what diffcFent way* 
Each lover afts his part ; 
One tendei-tf foufF, another praife, 
A toothpick^ or a heart ! 

Alike they all, to gam their end. 

Peculiar arts difclofe ; 
While I, fubmiffive, only fend 

An humble pair of hofe. 

Long may they guard, from cold and harm. 
The fnowy limbs that wear 'em. 

And kindly lend their influence warm 
To every thing that's near 'em. 

But let it not be faulty deem'dr 

Nor move your indignation. 
If I a little partial feem'd 

In gifts or commendation.: 



f 46 ] 

Each fair perfedion to difplay 
Would far exceed my charter. 

My humble Mufe mufl never flray 
Above the knee or garter. 

And who did e'er a fubjedl viewr 

So worthy to be prais'd. 
Or from fo fair foundation knew 

So fine a ilruAure rais'd ? 

Thou learned leach, fagc Kember, fay^ 
(In fpite of drugs and plaiilers) 

You who can talk the live- long day 
Of buildings and pilafters : 

You who for hours have rov'd about 

Thro* halls and colonades. 
And fcarce would deign to tread on aught 

But arches and arcades : 

Did you, in all your mazy rounds. 

Two nobler pillars view ? 
What yielding marble ere was found 

So exquiiitely true ? 

The fwelling dome, with ftatcly (hoWy 

May many fancies pleafe, 
I view content what lies below 

The cornice of the frieze 2 
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The lovely twins, fo white fo round. 

That bear the noble pile, 
Muft foon proceed from Venus' mound. 

Or from Cythera's ifle. 

Propitious Fates preferve them fafe. 
And keep them clofe together. 

And grant they may the malice brave 
Of man as well as weather. 

From lucklefs love, or rancour bafe. 
May never harm attend 'em, 

And grant, whatever be the cafe. 
That I may ftill defend 'em. 

By gentle, generous love, 'tis true. 

They never can mifcarry. 
No ill can come, no lofs enfue 

From honeft, harmlefs Harry* 

But fhould a knight of greater heat 

Precipitate invade. 
Believe me. Bell, they then may need 

Some feafonable aid. 

O may I ready be at hand 

From every harm to fcreen 'cm. 

Then, Samfon-like, I'll take my ftand, 
And live, or die between 'em* 
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THE COPPER FARTHING. 

BY KfRS. PENNINGTON.* 

HAppy the boy, who dwells remote from fchool', 
Whofe pocket or whofe rattling box contains 
A copper farthing ! he nor grieving hears 
Hot cheefe-cakes cried, nor favoury mutton-pies>; 
But with his play-mates, in the duflc of eve, [hies ; 
To well-known blackfmith's ihop, or churchyard 
Where, mindful of the fport that joys his heart,. 
Marbles or chuck, he inflantly begins. 
With undilTembled pleafure in his face^ 
To draw the circle, or to pitch the dump : 
While I, confin'd within the hated walls 
Of fchool, refounding with a clamorous din,. 
By ftill more hated books environ'd,. I, 
With tedious leffons and long talk to get. 
My difmal thoughts employ ; or wield my pen 
To mark dire choraders on paper white l 
Not blunter pen or ftranger charafter 
Ufes the fage, a chiromancer hight, 
Sprung from Egyptian king, and fwarthy racev. 
Amcnophis or Ptolemy, when he. 
In fearch of llolen calf, or money loft. 



♦ See her chara^er In Poet. Cal.. v«l, 7.. p. 30. 
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For wondering ploughman does his art employ ; 
Or for the wiih'd return of fwect-heart dear. 
Or apron fine, purloin'd from hawthorn hedge. 
For country-maid confults direfting ftars, 
Gemini, Taurus, or chill Capricorn. 

Thus while my lingering hours I joylefs fpend. 
With magiHerial look, and folemn flep. 
Appears my fchoolmafler, tremendous wight. 
Dreaded by truant boys ; how can I 'fcape 
Th' expelled punifliment for tafk ungot f 
Aghaft I ftand, nor fly to covert bench. 
Or corner dark, to hide my haplefs head ; 
So great my terror, that it quite bereaves 
My limbs the power to fly ; flow he afcends 
Th' appointed feat, and on his right-hand lies 
The bufliy rod, composed of numerous twigs, 
Tom from the birchen tree, or bending willow. 
Which to the flcih of idle boys portends. 
For the negleded ufk, a poignant fmart ; 
And with him comes another mighty elf, 
Yclep'd an ufher ; ah terrific name 
To lelTer wights ! who, if they haply place 
In ftation wrong, pronoun or participle, 
Strait, by the magic of his voice, are rais'd 
In attitude above their lov'd compeers, 
Where they, reluftant, various torments bear, 
'Till by their dolorous plaints, that pierce the Ikies, 
They draw kind Pity, moift-eyed Goddefs, down. 
Vol. X. E To 
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To hcaU with balm of fyiapathy, their wocw 
Ye urchins, take, ah I take peculiar care^ 
For, when ye wot not, much he marks your waysp 
And in his mind revolves diiafbrous deeds 
Againfl th' unwary wretch. So (lory tells. 
That chanticleer, on dunghills top elate. 
With haughty flep, and watchful eye afkance, 
£ach tiny prominence he views, where haply he 
May find conceal'd delicious grub or worm^ 
To which his maw infatiate forebodes 
Certain deflrudlion, while behind or bufh 
Or pale, encompai&ng the farmer's yard. 
Skulks Reynard, fraught with many a crafty wile 
T' enfnare the feathei'd race, who, if they ftray 
Beyond the precinds of their mother's ken. 
He flrait purloins them from her careful wing. 
With his iharp teeth torments their tender frame. 
And with the crimfon gore diilains their fides, 
Relentlefs ; nor can all the piercing cries 
Of duckling, chick, or turkey, yet unfledg'd. 
His heart obdurate move ; inftant he tears 
Each trembling limb, devours the quivering flefhy 
Nor leaves a remnant of the bloody feaft, 
Save ^ few fluttering feathers fcatter'd round, 
(That, with their varied plumage, whilom deck'd 
The ilaughter'd prey) to tell the haplefe tale. 

Thu* 



Thus joylefs do I fpend thofe hours the fim 
Illuminates ; and when the filver moon 
Her gentle ray difpenfes, and invites 
The fwains and maids to mix in jovial dance^ 
Around the towering may-poles of the green. 
Where each gay ploughman does his partner chufc 
As Jove or fate diredls ; or o'er the lawn 
The needle thread, or tofs the bounding ball. 
All cheerlefs I, nor dance nor pleafing fport. 
Nor focial mirth, nor bowl of nappy ale. 
Partake ; but, on her drooping raven wing. 
Sad melancholy hovers o'er my head. 
Pale envy rankles deep within my breaft. 
And baneful venom fheds. Grim horror too 
Attends my thoughts, and fills my gloomy mind 
With tales of gliding fprites, in milk-white Ihroudt 
Array'd, and rattling chains and yelling ghofts 
Irafcible ! or Fancy, mimic queen. 
To fwift imagination's eye prefents 
A group of tiny elves, in circling dance. 
Or lufcious feaft employ'd ; fuch elves as danc'd 
When Oberon did fair Titania wed ; 
While I, in wifhes impotent and vain. 
For liberty, dear objeft of my hopes, » 

The tedious moments fpend ; or if, perchaipce^ 
Morpheus invok'd, my heavy eyelids .clofc, 

E 2 Dear 
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Dear liberty iHll haunts my fleeping thouglitSt 
And in a fhort-liv'd dream thofc joys I tafte. 
Which waking are denied ; and beat the hoop 
With dexterous hand, or run with feet as fwift 
As feathery arrow flies from archer's bow ; 
Till, from my flumber wak'd, too foon I find 
It was illuiion all, and mockery vain. 

Thus, comfortlefs, appall'd, forlorn, I'pafs 
The tardy hours; nor of thofe viands tafte. 
Which are on other boys full oft beftow'd 
In plenteous manner, by the liberal hand 
Of friend indulgent ; apple-pye, or tart. 
Or trembling cuftard of delicious gout, 
Or frothy fyllabub in copious bowl : 
Hard fate for me ! yet harder ftill betides 
Me, haplefs youth ! my faithful top, that oft 
Has cheer'd my drooping fpirits, and reviv'd ^ 
My faddening thoughts, when o'er the pavement 
It fpins, and fleeps, and to its matter's hand [finooth 
Does ample juftice^ now, alas ! become 
To all the rude inclemencies of weather» 
To time and deftiny's relentlefs doom 
A mifcrable vidlim, quite decay'd 
With many fervices, and cleft throughout. 
All ufelefs lies ; ah ! fight of faddeft woe 
To wretched me, of every hope bereft. 
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Of every gleam of comfort. So the wretch. 
Who near or iEtna or Vefuvius dwells. 
Beholds the fulphurous flames, the molten rocks. 
And feels the ground trembling beneath his feet, 
*Till, with a horrid yawn, it opens wide 
Before his eyes, all glaring with affright ; 
Swallows his cultur'd vines, his gardens, honfc. 
With all his foul held dear, his lovely wife. 
And prattling babes, the hopes of years to come ; 
All, all are loii, in ruin t^rribU ! 
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NEW. MARKET. A SATIRE. 

HIS country's hope, when now the blooming heir 
Has left the parent's, or the guardian's care; 
Fond to pofTefs, yet eager to deftroy. 
Of each vain youth, fay, what's the darling joy? 
Of each fond frolic what the fource and end. 
His fole and firft ambition what ? — to fpend. 

Some 'fquires, to GaUia's cooks moll dainty dupes. 
Melt manors in ragouts, or drown in foups. 
This coxcomb doats on fiddlers, till he fees 
His mortgag'd mountains deftitute of trees? 
Convinc'd too late, that modern drains can move. 
With mightier force than thofe of Greece, the grove. 
In headleis ftatues rich, and nfelefs urns, 
Marmoreo from the claific tour returns ; 
So poor the wretch of current coin, you'd laugh—* 
He cares not — if his * Caefars be but fafe. 
Some tread the Hippery paths of love's delights, 
Thefe deal the cards, or ihake the box at White's. 
To different pleafures different taftes incline. 
Nor the fame fea receives the rufhing fwine. 
Tho' drunk alike with Circe's poifonous bowl. 
In feparate flies the mimic monflers roll. 

* Antique medalt, 

But 
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But wcmld yc learn, ye IcIfure-Ioving'*/qair«, 
How beft ye may difgrace your prudent fires ; 
How fooneil foar to faihioaable fhame. 
Be daxnn'd at once to ruin — and to fame ; • 
By hands of grooms ambitious to be crown'd^ 
O greatly dare to tread Olympic ground \ 
Where fam'd New-Market ipreads her tempting; 
There let the chofen fteed vi6loriou5 ftrain ; [plain , 
Where not * (as erft was fung in manly lays) 
Men fly to different ends thro' different ways ; 
Thro' the feme path, to the fame gaol ye run. 
And are, at once, undoing and undone. 
Forfeit, forget friends, honour, and eflate, 
Lofe all at once — for what ?— 'to win the plate : 
All are betray'd, and all alike betray. 
To your own beafts, A6beon-like, a prey. 

What dreams of Conqueft flulh'd Hilario's breaft. 
When the good knight at laft retir'd to reft ! 
Behold the youth with new-felt rapture mark 
Each pleafmg profpeft of the fpacious Park : 
That Park, where beauties undifguis'd engage, 
Thofo beauties lefs the work of arit than age ; 

** Alluding to thofe well-known lines of Sir John Denham, 
in Cooper's Hill, on London. 

** ■ - Thro* feveral ways they run, 

*^ Sotne to undo^ and fome to be undone.^* 



In 
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In fimple ftate, where genuine Nature wears 
Her venerable drefs of antient years ; 
Where all the charms of chance with order meety 
The rude, the gay, the graceful and the great. 
Here aged oaks uprear their branches hoar. 
And form dark groves, which Druids might adore; 
Pride and fupport of Britain's conquering crofs. 
Which diflant anceflors faw crown'd with mofs : 
With meeting boughs, and deepening to the view. 
Here fhoots the broad umbrageous avenue : 
Here various trees compofe a chequer'd fcene. 
Glowing in gay diverfities of green : 
There the full ilream, thro' intermingling glades, 
' Shines a broad lake, or falls in deep cafcades. 
Nor wants there Jiazle copfe, or beechen lawn. 
To cheer with fun or Ihade the bounding fawn. 
, And fee the good old feat, whofe Gothic towers 
Awful emerge from yonder tufted bowers ; 
Whofe rafter'd hall the crouding tenants fed. 
And dealt to Age and Want their daily bread: 
WJierc garter'd knights, with peerlefs beauties 
At high and folemn feftivals have din'dj [ join'd, 
Prefenting oft fair virtue's fhining talk, 
,Io myftic pageantries, and moral * mafque. 

But 

* It was a fa/Hionable praflice among our.antient nobility 
dnd gentry, cf both /exes, to lerform !crfo:-allr in entertain- 
ments 
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Bat vain all antient praife, or boaft of birth. 
Vain all the palms of old heroic worth ! 
At once a bankrupt, and a profperous heir, 
Hilario bets — Park, houfc diflblve in air. 
With antique armour hung, high trophied rooms 
Dcfcend to gamefters, proflitutes, and grooms* 
He fees his ileel-clad £res, and mothers mild. 
Who bravely ihook the lance, or fweetly fmird. 
All the fair feries of the whifker'd race, 
Whofe piftur'd forms the ftately gallery grace, 
Debas'd, abus*d, the price of ill-got gold. 
To deck fome tavern vile, at audlions fold. 
The parifh wonders at th' unopening door. 
The chimnies blaze, the tables groan no more. 
Thick weeds ai'ound th' untrodden courts arife, 
And all the focial fcene in filence lies. 
Himfelf, the lofs politely to repair. 
Turns atheift, fiddler, highwayman, or player. 
At length, the fcorn, the fliame of Man and God, 
Is deem'd to rub the fteeds that once he rode. 

Ye rival youths, your golden hopes how vain. 
Your dreams of thciufands on the lifted plain 1 

ments of this kind. Nothing could be a xnorjC delightful or 
rational method of fpending an evening than this. MUton'i 
Comus was thus exhibited at Ludlow-Caftle, in the year 1631. 
Ste Ben Johnfon*! Maf^ues. 

Not 
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Not more fantalUc * Sancho's airy courfc, 
When madly mounted on the magic horfe. 
He pLerc'd heaven's opening fpheres with dazzled 
And feem'd to ibar in vifionary fkies. [eyes, 

• Nor Icfs, I ween, precarious is the meed. 
Of young adventurers, on the Mufe's fteed ; 
For poets have, like you, their defUn'd round. 
And ours is but a race on claffic ground. 

Long time, foft fon of patrimonial eafe, 
Hippolitus had eat firloins in peace : 
Had quaiF'd fecure, unvex'd by toils or wife, 
The mild Oftober of a rural life : 
Long liv'd with calm domeftic conquefts crown'd. 
And kiird his game on fafe paternal ground. 
As bland he pufF'd the pipe o'er weekly news. 
His bofom kindles with fublimer views. 
Lo there, thy triumphs, TaafF, thy palms, Portmore, 
Tempt him to rein the fteed, and ^^ake his ftore. 
Like a new bruifer on Broughtonic fand. 
Amid the lifts our hero takes his ftand ; 
Suck'd by the iharper, to the peer a prey. 
He rolls his eyes that witnefs huge difmay ; 
When lo ! the chance of one unlucky heat, 
Strips him of game, ftrong beer, and fweet retreat,^ 
How aukward now he bears difgrace and dirt. 
Nor knows the poor's laft refuge, to be pert.— • 

• Clavileno. See Don Quitote, 

The 
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The fhiftlefs beggar bears of ills the worft. 
At once with dullnefs, and with hunger curft. 
And feels the taftelefs breaft cqueftrian fires ? 
And dwells fuch mighty rage in graver '{quires ? 

In all attempts, but for their country, bold, 
Britain, thy confcript counfellors behold; 
^For fome perhaps, by fortune favour'd yet. 
May gain a borough, by a lucky bet,) 
Smit with the love of the laconic boot, 
The cap and wig fuccindl, the fiiken fuit. 
Mere modem Phaetons ufurp the reins. 
And fcour in rival race New-Market'i plains* 
See fide by fide, the Jockey and Sir John, 
Difcufs th' important point — of fix to one. 
For oh, my Mufe, the deep-felt blifs how dear. 
How great the pride, to gain a Jockey's ear ! 

See, like a routed hoft, with headlong pace. 
Thy Members pour amid the mingling race ! 
All afk, what crowds the tumult could produce-— « 
'« Is Bedlam or the Commons all broke loofe?'* 
Such noife and nonfenfe, betting, damning, finking. 
Such emphafis of oaths, and claret-drinking ! 
Like fchool-boys freed, they run as chance direfts. 
Proud from a well-bred thing to riique their necks. 
The warrior's fear not half fo graceful feems. 
As, at New-Market, diflocated limbs. 

Thy fages hear, amid th' admiring crowd 
Adjudge the flakes, mod eloquently loud : 

With 
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With critic flcill, o'er dubious bets prefider 

The k)w difpute, or kindle, or decide : 

All empty wifdom, and judicious prate. 

Of didanc'd horfes gravely fix the fate^^ 

Guide the nice condu£b of a daring match, [watch. 

And o'er th' equeflrian rights, with care paternal^ 

M^an time^ no more the mimic patriots rife. 
To guard Britannia's honour, warm and wife : 
No more in Senates dare affert her laws. 
Nor pour the bold debate in freedom's caufe ; 
Neglefl the couniels of a finking land, 
And know no roftrum, but New-Market's * Stand. 

Are thefe the fage direftive powers defign'd. 
With the nice fearch of a fagacious mind. 
In judgment's fcales, the fate of realms to'weigh,. 
Britannia's intereft, trade, and laws furvey ? 
O fay, when leaft their fapient fchemes are croft, 
Or when a nation, or a match is loH? 
Who dams and fires with more exadnefs trace. 
Than of their country's kings the facred race: 
Think London journies are the worft of ills. 
And fet their hands to articles for bills : 

* A kind of fcaffold, where is held a confillory, made up 
of fevcral very eminent gentlemen, for determining doubtfu.1 
cafes in the race. Sec, This place might not improperly be 
calkd^ a Pandaemonium* 

Strangers 
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Strangers to *11 hiftorians {age relate, 
Their's are the memoirs of th' equeftrian ftate : 
Unfkill*d in Albion's paft and prefcnt views. 
Who * Cheny's records for Rapin perufe. 

Go on, brave youths, till, in fome future age. 
Whips (hall become the fenatorial badge ; 
Till England fee her thronging fenators 
Meet att at Weftminftcr, in boots and {purs ; 
See the whole houfe, with mutual frenzy mad. 
Her patriots all in leathern breeches clad : 
Of bets, for taxes, learnedly debate. 
And guide, with equal rein«, a Steed and State. 

How would a virtuous f Houhnhym neigh difdain. 
To fee his brethren brook th* imperious rein ; 
Bear flavery's wanton whip, or galling goad, 
Smoak thro* the glebe, or trace the deftin'd road, 
An^ robb*d of manhood by the murderous knife, 
Suftai^ each fordid toil of fervile life. 
Yet oh, what rage would touch his generous mind. 
To fee his fons of more than mortal kind ; 
A kind, with each ingenuous virtue bleil. 
That fills the prudent head, or valorous breafl. 
Afford diverfion to that monfter bafe, • 
That meanefl ipawn of man's half-monkey race ; 

* The accutate and annual author of an hiftorical lift of 
the running- horfcs, &c. 

f Vide Gulliver's travels, voyage to the Houhnhym*. 

In 
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In wfaonr pride» avarice, ignorance confpire. 
That hated animal, a Yahoo-Tqairc. 

How arc th* adventurers of the Britifh race 
Changed from the choien chiefs of antient days ; 
Who, warmed with genuine glory's honefl thirft. 
Divinely laboured in the Pythian dufL 
Theirs was. the wreath that lifted from the throngs 
Theirs was the Theban bard's recording fong. 
Mean time, to manly emulation blind. 
Slaves to each vulgar vice that ilains the mind» 
Our Britifh Therons iflUe to the race. 
Of their own generous courfers the difgrace. 
What tho' the grooms of Greece ne'er took the odds^ 
They won no bets — but then they foar'd to gods ; 
And more an Hiero's palm, a Pindar's ode^ 
Than all the united plates of George beftow'd. 

Greece ! how I kindle at thy magic name. 
Feel all thy warmth, and catch the kindred flame. 
Thy folemn fcenes, and awful vifions rife. 
In antient grace, before my mufing eyes. 
Here Spartai's fons in mute attention hang. 
While fage Lycurgus pours the mild harangue ; 
There Xerxes' hofls, all pale with deadly fear, 
Shrink at her * fated Hero's flafhing fpcar. 
Here, hung with many a lyre of filver firing, 
The laurcat walks of fweet llifTus fpring : 

* Leoaidas« 

And 
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And lo where, rapt in beauty's heavenly drean^ 
Hoar Plato walk* his oUv*d Academe. — 

Yet ah ! no more the feat of art and arms 
Delights with wifdom, or with virtue warms, 
Lo ! the ilern Turk, with more than Gothic rage» 
Has blafled all the bays of antient age ; 
No more her groves by iacred feet are trod. 
Each Attic Grace has left the lov*d abode. 
Fallen is fair Greece ! by luxury's pleaiing bane 
Seduc'd, fhe drags a barbarous foreign chain. 

Britannia watch ! O trim thy withering hays. 
Remember thou hall rivall'd Graccia's praifc. 
Great Nurfe of works divine ! yet oh ! beware 
Left thou the fate of Greece, my Country, fhare. 
Recall thy wonted worth with confcious pride. 
Thou too haft feen a Solon in a Hyde ; 
Haft bade thine Edwards and thine Henry's rear. 
With Spartan fortitude, the Britifti fpear ; 
Alike haft feen thy fons defervc the meed. 
Or of the moral, or the martial deed. 
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A REFLECTION 

ON SEEING THAT EXCELLENT PICTURE OF BE- 
LISARIUS, DRAWN BY VANDYKE* 

POor, blind, and old. Tee ! Belifarius led 
An alms to aik of thofe his bounty fed : 
Whom he defended, by bis lord beknav*d ; 
And circumvented by the wretch he fav'd ! 
Do.fuch things dartle you? raih thoughts fufpend. 
Judge not appearances, but xnark.the end. 
What if the prefent is alone reveaPd, 
And all beyond it prudently conceal'd ; 
What if the clue, when life's laft thread is fpun, 
Should to a farther, more exten&ve, run ; 
If here varieties diforders feem, 
Hereafter make a mprc confillcnt fcheme ; 
Why inec^ualtties cdnfufion call ? 
'Tis providence in nature, God in all ; 
* This fhows the value of all earthly things, 
A great man's favours, or the fmiles of kings ; 
On fortune's flippery ground, who ftand elate. 
This day the marks of love, the next of hate. 

♦ The pidurc. 

THE 
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,THE HERTFORDSHIRE GROVE. 

BY J. D. 

WHen evening gales allay the fummer's heat^ 
With pleafure I repair to this retreat, [bleats 
While birds around me fing, and flocks around me 

Tbey who retirement love this grove revere. 
On every iide hills crownM with woods appear^ 
There venerable elnis, majeftic beeches here. 

Hark ! how the feather'd choir their notes prolong ! 
The mournful thrufh bewails her captive young. 
And Philomela bears the burden of the fong. 

The joyful fhepherds, whirling, home repair, 
Horfes and fleers th' approach of night declare. 
For fhcpherds, horfes, fteers, their daily tafks forbear. 

See where the hare juft ventures out to graze. 

Cautious each hedge and thicket fhe furveys. 

And thro' the brakes and meadows timoroufly ftrays ! 

Here Contemplation dwells with look ferene. 
Here dwells Content, that enemy to fplecn. 
And oft by poets ijiere the tuneful Nine are feen. 
Vol. X. F Yc 
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Vc filent^ venerable glades, all hail ! 
Where fleets of bloffom'd limes the fmell regale^ 
Where beauty on each fide and dignity prevail* 

But hark ! the crickets chirp, and warn my Mufe 
To quit thefe folemn (hades : frefh fall the dews. 
And glow-worms o'er the lawn a glimmering light 
diiRife. 

THE MIDDLESEX GARDEN. 

TO MISS H'— . IN KEt^T. 
BY THE SAME* 

ON a clear fountain's fhady brink. 
Where flowers fpontaneous grow, 
Pleas'd I perufe your lines, and think 
Of you and B — chb— h. 

Imagination for my guide. 

On Fancy's wings I foar. 
And in your verfe 1 fecm " to ride 

" Along th' cnamelPd fhore,** 

My rhymes, by your example led, 

I once again renew : 
How can my Mufe refrain to tread 

The path explor'd by you ! 
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The beauties of the fcenes in iight 

She tempts me to rphearfe ; 
The beauties of iJiefe fcenes invite 

The culture of my verfc. 

Where'er I tur^ my eyes around 
Unnumber'd charms I view ; 

Here trees with fruits delicious crown'di 
There flowers of various hue. 

A fountain here invites repofe^ 

And, waving over head. 
Tall firs, in ^venerable rows. 

Afford a chequer'd ihade* 

Behold the ivy and the vine 

Together interwove ; 
See fragrant honey-fuckles twine 

To form a rich alcove ! 

The charms of Nature and of Art 

United here we fee ; 
Order appears io every part, 

Mix*d with Variety. 

Neatnefs in white apparel here. 

And Delicacy dwell ; 
The notes of birds regale my ear. 

The fwcets of flowers my finelL 



f 6i 1 

The leaves and grafs appear Co green. 
The birds fo blithely fing, - 

That I can fcarce difcern between 
The autumn and the fpring. 

But foon mll.wlnter ftrip the woods. 
And fh-ow with leaves ^the ground^ 

And foon if^jc^i chains the floods 
By winter yjll, be bound. ,j , ,3^^ 

And hark ! (e;yep now the v^inds afjyifc 
. Thcfe.%d;f.,bai^^LstoAun; ,^,,j,. ,^, 
Then ccafe,i|nylVIufc, quick l^'|if.rife> 
And baik ijn.opep, fuB^ 



■• •• i 
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KENSINGTON GARDENS. A PASTORAL 

BY I'Ht SAME. 

WHcn now the Ipring had burft, with genial 
power. 
Each rofy bud, and opehM 'evci*/ flower. 
Thrown his green mantle on the fields and woods^ 
And bruih'd, with balmy gales, the curling floods,] 
Scarce had the fUH di/pers'd, with early ray. 
The fhades of night, and flied the dawn of day. 
Scarce had the flbcks their dew-dipt fleeces dried. 
Or filent anglers reach'd the glafly tide, 
When to thofe bowers, which oft a monarch's care 
With Britain's blifs, and Europe's ballance fhare,*^ 
To Kenfington's fair bowers, by Love infpir'd. 
With lonely ftep a penfive fwain retir'd, 
While the blithe bullfinch tun'd his mellow lay. 
And the fhrill blackbird whittled from the fpray. 
O for that Mufe which firft, in nervous ftrains, 
Difplay'd the iplendor of thefe fairy plains, 
,Where, by the moon, the dancing Fays were feen. 
And royal Kenna glimmer'd on the green, 
Bugenia then with equal charms fliould fhine. 
And Tickell's Kenfington fhould yield to mine. 
While, in a brake conceal'd, I now difclofe 
What thera I heard, and tell the flicphQ|rd's woes', 
i - F3 "Ak! 
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<« Ah ! what avails it me that Nature (preads 
f< Ambrofial fragrance o'er the verdant meads» 
^< That from each bu(h melodious murmurs fly, 
<< And foft aerial mufic fills the iky j 
«« Nature, in vain your fragrant flowers you fpread* 
•« In vain your fongflers warble o'er my head, 
*« Nor flowers my eye, nor mufic charms my ear, 
«« Not Eden's felf can pleafe 'till Eve appear. 

" Bleft with Eugenia, were I doom'd to feck 
«< The barren hills of Scotland or the Peak, 
<• By Fortune's frown to dreary defcrts fent, 
« The Fells of Wcftmorland, or Wealds of Kent, 
«<, Even Fortune's frown her prefence would beguile^ 
*« And make bleak hills and dreary deferts fmilc, 
** Inveft each barren plain with bloomy pride, 
** And give thofe charms which Nature has denied. 

** But far from her I feek thefe lonely bowers, 
'' And footh with rural tafks the tedious hours ; 
** Pluck the pale primrofe from its velvet bed, 
*« Or ftray where cowflips hang the dewy head, 
<f And, penfive. Men to the ruftic lay 
•* Of jocund mowers chanting o'er their hay :. 
** Now, wrapt in thought, and loft in devious ihades, 
** With tuneful bards 1 court th' infpiring Maids ; 
** With Thomfon thro* each varying feafon rove, 
** Or mourn with Lyttelton in Hagley's grove ; 
** Yet even their numbers my diftrefs renew, 
** In Lucy my Eugenia's mind I view, 

^*0r 
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/* Or in Lavinia's blufhing beauties trace 
** The glowing charms that deck her polifh'd face, 
*^ And muft thefe glowing charms, I fighing cry. 
** Still be reveal'd alone to fancy's eye ? 

*' Now, pleas'd, I liften to thefeather'd throng, 
•* While Love infpires, and Nature tunes the fong: 
*' The lark, fweet leader of the glofly train, 
*\ Tells his fhrill tale of love, nor tells in vain ; 
*' Hoarfe thro' the wood the turtle ftrains her throat, 
** And cooes refponfive to the ring-dove's note ; 
** While the blithe linnet, in yon hawthom-fpray, 
** Delighted twitters her ecflatic lay : 
" To this foft theme each rifing morn attends, 
** And evening hears it when her dew defcends: 
•* And can Eugenia, whom all charms adorn, 
<* As evening mild, unclouded as the morn, 
** Sweet as |:he lark, high-pois'd in early air, 
*< And as the linnet's downy plumage fair, 
** Can fhe her lover ftill regardlefs view, 
** Nor crown a paffiori like the turtle's true ? 
f * Oft to thefe plains enamour'd I retire, 
*« Where thy proud turrets, Holland-Houfe, afpire, 
<* .Where Addifon, with courtly Warwick, ftray'd, 
*' Or with his Tickell moraliz'd the fhade : 
** Here, on theprofped gazing with delight, [fight ; 
*' Hills, woods, and vallies, flrain my wondering 
** Here, tipt with gold, the glittering villas rife, 
** There, loflinfmoke, they mingle with the Ikies : 
F 4 '* But 
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** But (hort the pleafare which thefe plains attend^, 
** Vain the delight which even this profped lends ; 
•* Birth, riches, grandeur, with contempt I view* ' 
** And wifdom, goodnefs, truth alone purfue ; 
•* 1 boaft a love whofe flame thefe objedb guide, 
** Nor envy i^ddifon his titled bride ; * 

** And undelighted all this landfcape fee, * 

*• While every though^, £ugenia, turns on thee, 
** And no kind vifta points the fair retreat, 
*« Where all thefe virtues now have fix -d their fcaU 

*• But fee ! the lightning's momentary gleam 
'< Darts thro' the trees, and glimmers on the ftream^ 
** And diftant thunders,| with an ample growl, 
• « From themes of love and forrow rpu;;e my foul. 
< * Then ceafe, fond fwain ! for hark ! ?yen now abov* 
** Heard is your forrow, and, approv'-d your love;' 
** The fympathiiing clouds gondola your pain, 
" With yoa they murmur, and with yo^ compiain; 
" The foothing breezes to your fighs reply, 
" And pitying drops foft trickle from the iky. 
** Then fly, fond fhepherd, from this. glooimy grove, 
*' And feek the covert of yon clo^ ^%o\t ; 
•* There, from all florms, a jQielter yow may find, ' 
<* But Love, that raging tempeilof tihe mind." 



PARE^ 
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FAREWELL TO HOPE. AN ODE- 

' "BT r rtE 8 AME. • 

HOpe, fweeceft child of Fanty bbrh, ' 
Tho' tramficfit^i the deWof 'mdfn,* 
Thou who canft chartn, With fitf^'dt and fight. 
The deafen'd ear, )irid dark^fenM fight^'' ' '[ 
And in dry dcfcrfcs' glM 'thfe fW^iis ■ '^^^ * ' 
With.bubbling fpHngs, and ciiltur'd plains ; 
No more invent thy airy fchemes, 
Nor mock me with fantafti<f drdahis ; 
No more thy flattering ftories'tell. 
Deceitful prattler, Hope, farewell?' 

Adieu the pkaiing- ppofp^ft,' ^lann'Ii* 
By Fancy's fair dekfiv^ hand !'* ^ ^jii- ^ )• ^ 
No more that mobiencaryray,^'*' ' "*^ 
Which gilds by flt^a Ihowery iif^''' -"'' * ' 
Shall ihow me. Ml a diftant grove, " ' ' 
Health, frien^ip, '|}eace, content anSlove ; 
While many a rt^mph, and many a youth. 
By Hymen join'd, and crown'd by Triitli, 
On verdant hillocks dancM and play'd. 
Or warbled in the hawthorn ihade. 

No more, with fweet endearing talk, 
Shalt thou beguile my vernal walk ; 
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No more, as thro' the wintry vale. 
We journey on,, with many a talc 
Of fancied pleafure, cheer the day. 
And ftrow with flowers the rugged way. 
Still pointing to that rural cell 
Where Innocence and Stella dwell ; 
Charm with the bubbling of a rill. 
That guflies from the neighbouring hill. 

O let me now in iilence rove 
Thro' yon fequefter'd cyprefs grove. 
Where, crown'd with leaves of baleful yew. 
And circled by a Stygian crew, 
(When, from the ivy-mantled tower. 
The cock proclaims the midnight hour) . 
Pale Melancholy takes her round. 
And o'er the mouldering, hallow'd ground 
Wliere lovers lie, defponding Hands, 
And, dumb with pity, wrings her hands. 

While thus, with gloomy thought oppreft^ 
Heart-piercing forrow heav'd my breaft, 
A heavenly form fwift gliding by. 
With healing comfort in h^r eye, 
A look of winning foftnefs call. 
And thus addreil me as fhe paH : 
•* Mortal, be wife ! and, even in death, 
** Let Hope receive thy parting breath ! 
** Securely trull my guardian care, 
«^ And, led by Rcafon, fhun Defpair.'* 
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OK A LADY'S SENDING THE AUTHOR 
A RIBBON FOR HIS WATCH. 

BY TH> SAMB. 

NO fabled knight, in days of yore, 
A trophy with more pleafure wore* 
Or flowery chaplet in a grove 
By fome diftinguifh'd damfel wove, 
To grace the warrior's fliield decreed. 
Or fwell the trappings of his fteed. 
Nor Fielding's * Hero, at the iight 
Of Sophy's name, felt more delight. 
Or more rejoic'd the muff furvey'd. 
Which on her arm the Fair difplay'd. 
Than I this ribbon, form'd to depk. 
With jetty pride, Narciffa's neck. 
InflruAion too this gift attends. 
For even the leaft a moral lends j 
The fmalleft infedl of a day, 
That only flutters to decay. 
May bring important truths to view> 
And teach us that we're mortal too. 
When-e'er 1 turn my curious eye. 
To fee how fwift the minutes fly. 



* TomJoneS; then judpubliflied. 



Strak 
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Strait will yoar lov'd idea rife. 
And bid me thofe fwift minutes prize. 
Thus warn'd, your conduft I'll purfue^ 
And own my Guide and Genius you. 
Who ne'er negle^ the prefent hour. 
But fnatch the moments in your power. 
And, as the Sifter Arts inipire. 
The pencil dip, or ftring the lyre, 
Or, pleas'd, the vacant mind unbend 
In converfe with a learned friend, 
Confdous that time flies fafl away. 
Nor can your worth prolong its ftay. 

Thus if I learn, my Fair, from you. 
Whenever this jetty ftring I view. 
Wifely the minutcjr to enjoy. 
And in improving arts employ. 
Much by this ribbon I fhall gain. 
And you'll not tliink it given in vain. 



ON 
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OJf SEEING CAPT. CORNWALL'S 

MONUMENT IN WESTMINSTER-ABBE 7« 
B Y THE S A MK« 

THO' Britain's Genius hung his drooping head. 
And mourn'd her antient naval glory fled^ 
Qn that fam'd day when FraQce» comhin'd with 
Strove for the wide dominion of the niain, [Spain^ 
Yet> Cornwall, all, with grateful voice» agree 
To pay the tribute of applaufc tq thee i , , 
When his bold chief, in tj^ckeft fight engag'd, . 
Unequal war with Spain's p^pud leader wag'd^ 
With indignation mov'4> he timely came 
To refcuc from reproach his country's fame $ 
Succefs too dearly did his valour crown. 
He fav'd his leader's life— and loft his own. 
Her warlike fon Britannia thus repays. 
That lateft times may learn the.Hero's pfaife. 
And chiefs, like him, fhall unrepining bleed. 
When Senates thus reward the glorious deed. 



PRO. 
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PROLOGUE TO AMALASONT,- 
QUEEN OF THE GOTHS. 

A MS. TRAGEDY BY MR. HUGHES* 
BYTHBSAME. 

OFT have the Chiefs, that deck the letterM age 
Of Greece and Rome, adorn'd the Britiih fiagef 
To-night, majeftic in diflrefs, is feen 
A brave, a generous, tho' a Gothic qupen > 
Who drove to poliih with each milder graces 
And foften into men that favage race. 
Rever'd at home, abroad with conqueft crown'd^ 
A foe more dangerous in her court fhe found | 
For Love, that tyrant, whofe defpotic fway 
Alike the cottage and the throne obey. 
With the bright luilre of a Hero's charms. 
By flerJth her fbft, unguarded bofom warms; 
Each anfwering heart in iilken fetters bindsy 
And forms that tender fympathy of minds. 
Which lovers only feeU that iburce of joy. 
Which nought but jealoufy can e'er deftroy. 

So far'd the Heroine, whofe untutor'd bands 
Struck terror into diflant, poliih'd lands ; 
Unfkiird in arts refining to enflave, 
• Tho' plain their habits, yet their hearts were brave j 

They 
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They Icarn'd one fcience only, — to fubdue. 
Nor foftcr mufic than the trumpet knew ; ' 
And thefe, while Rome, to luxury a prey. 
In (loth and folly languiih'd life away, 
Swift as a mountain-torrent, ruihing forth 
From the bleak caverns of their native North, 
ChasM learning's votaries from their claffic plain«> 
And bound the rulers of the world in chains. 
Britons, by fuch examples warn'd, beware. 
Nor ihare their vices, left their fate ye fhare : 
*Twas luxury fore-ran the Grecian doom, 
*Twas loxiiry that min'd the walls of Rome ; 
The fervile ftate of thofe fam'd empires view. 
But think, O think, they once refembled you. 

jEPIGRAMS. 

BY THE S AME» 

IN foft Narcifla's form united fhine 
Such female eafe, and majefty divine. 
That each beholder maft with awe declare 
Apelles' Venus was not half fo fair : 
But when the ftores of judgment, wit, and fenfe» 
Her lips with graceful modcfty difpenie. 
Each hedrer owns, with pleafure and furprize^ 
That Homer's Pallas was not half fo wife. 
Thcfe different charms fuch different paflions move» 
Who fees muft reverence, but who hears muft love. 
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ON A LADY'S 

HURTING HER HAND WITH THE AVTHOE't 
SWORD. 

A Fate like mine> as poets fing. 
The fon of Tydeus found, 
Who.durft on Beauty's Queen inflict 
A facrilegious wound. 

But deeper is the wound I feel» 

And keener is the fmart. 
Since Venus' felf muft own the hand 

Lefs tender than the heart. 



ON THE TWO NAVAL VICTORIES 



OP MDCCLIX. 



W 



''Hat wonders brave Hawke and Bofcawen 
have done ! 
The one burnt the Ocean, the other the Sunr* 



* The French admiral's ihips, fo called* 

THE 
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HORACE, SAT. VII. BOOK II. IMITATED. ' 

BY THE LATE MR. CHRIST. PITT. 

A DIALOGUE BETWEEN A POET AND HIS 
SERVANT. 

To enter into the beauties of this fatire* it muft be 
remembered, that flaves, among the Romans, 
during the feafls of Saturn, wore their mailers, 
habits, and were allowed to iay what they 
pltafed. 

Servant. 

SIR, — I've long waited in my turn to have 
A word with you — but I'm your humbk flave. 
P. What knave is that ? my rafcal ! 
S. Sir, 'tis I, 
No knave, nor rafcal, but your trufty Guy. 

P. Well, as your, wages ftillare due, I'li bea^ 
Your rude impertinence this time of year. 

S. Some folks are drunkone day, and fome forever. 
And fome, like Wharton, but twelve years together. 
Old Evremond, renown'd for wit. and dirt. 
Would change his living oftener than his Ihirt; 
Roar with the rakes of (late a month ; and come 
To flarve another in his hole at home. 
Vol. X, G ^^ 
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So rov'd wild Buckingham, the public jeft. 
Now ibme Innholder's, now a monarch's gueft ; 
His life and politics of every fhapc, 
This hour a Roman, and the next an ape. 
The gout in every limb from every vice. 
Poor Clodio hir'd a boy to throw the dice. 
Some wench for ever ; and their fms on thofe. 
By cuftom, fit as eafy as their cloaths. 
Some fly, like pendulums, from good to evil. 
And in that point are madder than the devil : 

For they 

P. To what will thefe vile maxims tend ? 
And where, fweet iir, will your refleftions end ? 

S. In you. 

P. In me, you knave ? make out your charge. 

S. You praife low-living, but you live at large* 
Perhaps you fcarce believe the rules you teach. 
Or find it hard to praftife what you preach. 
Scarce have you paid one idle journey down. 
But, without buiinefs, you're again in town. 
If none invite you, fir, abroad to roam. 
Then — Lord, what pleafure 'tis to read at home! 
And fip your two half-pints, with great delight. 
Of beer at noon, and muddled port at night. 
From • Encombe, John comes thundering at the 
With " Sir, my matter begs you to come o'er, [door, 

• The feat of John Pitt; ef^. ia Dorictikire, 

•«To 
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** To pafs thefe tedious hours, thefc winter nights, 

** Not that he dreads invafions, rogues, or fprites.** 

Strait for your two beft wigs aloud you call. 

This ftiff in buckle, that not curl'd at all. 

" And where, yourafcal, are thefpurs," you cry ; 

" And O ! what blockhead laid the bufflans by f *^ 

On your old batter'd mare you'll needs be gone, 

(No matter whether on four legs or none) 

Splafh, plunge, and ftumble, as you fcour the heathy 

All fwear at Morden 'tis on life or death : 

Wildly thro' Wareham ilreets you fcamper on, 

Raife all the dogs and voters in the town ; 

Then fly for fix long dirty miles as bad, 

That Corfe and Kingfton gentry think you mad. 

And all this furious riding is to prove 

Your high reipeft, it feems, and eager love : 

And yet, that mighty honour to obtain. 

Banks, Shaftefl)ury, Dodington may fend in vain. 

Before you go, we curfe the noife you make, 

And blefs the moment that you turn your back. 

As for myfelf, I own it to your face, 

I love good eating, and I take my glafs : 

But fure 'tis ftrange, dear fir, that this ihould be 

In you amufement, but a fault in me. 

All this is, bare refining on a name. 

To make a difference where the fault's the fame* 

My father fold me to your fervice here. 
For this fine livery, and four pounds a year. 

G 2 K 
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A livery you fhould wear as well as I, 
And this V\l prove — but lay your cudgel by. 
You ferye your paffions — Thus, without a jeft. 
Both are but fellpw-fervants at the beft. 
Yourfelf, good fir, are play'd by your delires, 
A nlere tall puppet dancing on the wires. 

P. Who, at this rate of talking, can be free ? 

S. The brave, wife, honefl man, and only he : 
All elfe are flaves alike, the world around, . 
Kings on the throne, and beggars on the ground : 
He, fir, is proof to grandeur, pride, or pelf. 
And (greater ftill) is mailer of himfelf : 
Not to-and-fro by fears and fadlions hurl'd. 
But loofe to all the interefts of the world : 
And while that world turns round, entire and whole 
He keeps the facred tenor of his foul ; 
In every turn of fortune flill the fame. 
As gold unchang'd, or brighter from the flame : 
Colleded in himfelf, with godlike pride. 
He fees the darts of envy glance afide ; 
And, fix'd like Atlas, while the tempefls blow. 
Smiles at the idle dorms that roar below. 
One fuch you know, a layman, to your fhame, 
And yet the honour of your blood and name. 
If you can fuch a charader maintain. 
You too are free, and I'm your flave again. 

But when in Hemikirk's pidures you delight. 
More than myfelf, to fee two drunkards fight ; 

" Fool, 
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«* Fool, rogue, fot, blockhead," or fuch names arc 

mine: 
*• Your's are ** a Connoifleur," or ** Deep Divine.** 
I'm chid for loving a luxurious bit. 
The facred prize of learning, worth and wit : 
And yet fome fell their lands thefe bits to buy ; 
Then, pray, who fufFers moft from luxury ? 
I*m chid, 'tis true ; but then I pawn no plate, 
I feal no bonds, I mortgage no eftate. 

Befides, high living, fir, muft wear you out 
With furfeits, qualms, a fever, or the gout. 
By fome new pleafures are you ftill engrofs'd. 
And when you fave an hour, you think it loft. 
To fports, plays, races, from your books you run. 
And like all company, except your own. 
You hunt, drink, deep, or (idler ftill) you rhyme: 
Why ? — but to banilh thought, and murder time. 
And yet that thought, which you difcharge in vain. 
Like a foul-loaded piece, recoils again. 

P. Tom, fetch a cane, a whip, a club, aftone, — 

S. For what? 

P. A fword, a pillol, or a gun : 
I'll (hoot the dog. 

S. Lord ! who would be a wit ? 
He's in a mad, or in a rhyming fit. 

P. Fly, fly, you rafcal, for your fpade and fork; 
For once Til fet your lazy bones to work. 
Fly, or I'll fend you back, without a groat. 
To the bleak mountains where ycu firfl were caught. 
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HORACE, EPIST.IV. BOOKl. IMITATED, 

by the same hand. 

to john pitt, esq^ 

Dear Sir» 

—To all my trifles you attend. 
But drop the critic to indulge the friend ; 
And with moft Chriilian patience lofe your time. 
To hear me preach, or pefter you with rhyme. 
Here with my books or friends I fpend the day, . 
But how at Kingfton pafs your hoars away ? 
Say, (hall we fee fome plan with raviih'd eyes. 
Some future pile in miniature arife f 
(A model to excel, in every part. 
Judicious Jones, or great Palladio's art ;) 
Or fome new bill, that, when the hoofe is met. 
Shall claim their thanks, and pay the nation's debt f 
Or do you iludy, in the filent wood. 
The facred duties of the wife and good ? 
Nature, who form'd you, nobly crown'd the whol^ 
With a flrong body, and as £rm a foul : 
The praife is your's to finilh every part 
With all th' cmbelliihments of tafle and axt. 
Some fee, in canker'd heaps, their riches roll'd. 
Your bounty gives new fplendor to your gold. 

Could 
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Could your dead father hope a greater blifs, 

Qr your fundviag parent more than this ? 

Than fuch a fon — a lover of the laws. 

And ever true to honour's glorious caufe ; 

Who fcorns all parties, tho' by parties fought ; 

Who greatly thinks, and truly fpeaks his thought. 

With all the challe feverity of fenfe, 

Truth, judgment, wit, and manly eloquence. 

So, in his youth, great Cato was rcver'd. 

By Pompey cou/ted, and by Csfar fear'd ; 

Both he difdain'd alike with godlike pride j 

For Rome and liberty he liv'd — and died ! 

In each perfedion as you rife fo faft. 

Well may you think each day may be your lafl : 

Uncommon worth is dill with fate at ftrife, 

Still inconfiflent with a length of life. 

The future time is never in your power. 

Then 'tis clear gain to feize the prefent hour : 

Break from your ferious thoughts, and laugh awayi 

In Pimpern walls, one idle eafy day. 

You'll find your rhyming kinfman well in cafe. 

For ever fix'd to this delicious place ; 

Tho' not like Lynch with corpulence o'crgrown i 

For he has twenty cures— and I but oas. 



G 4 HORACB, 
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HOR. fiPIST. XVIII. BOOK I. IMITATED. 

BY THE SAME HAND. 

TO MR. SPEKCEy WHEN TUTOR TO THE EARL 
OF MIDDLESEX. 

S Pence, with a friend you pafs the hours away 
In pointed jokes, yet innocently gay : 
You ever difFer'd from a flatterer more 
Than a chafle lady from a flaunting whore. 

'Tis true, you raillied every fault you found. 
But gently tickled, while you heal'd the wound : 
Unlike the paltry poets of the town. 
Rogues, who expofe themfelves for half a crown ; 
And Hill obtrude on every foul they meet 
Rudenefs for fenfe, and ribaldry for wit : 
Who, tho' half-ftarv'd, in fpite of time and place. 
Repeat their rhymes, tho* dinner flays for grace ; 
And, as their poverty their drefl'es fit. 
They think of courfe a iloven is a wit : 
But fenfe (a truth thefe coxcombs ne'er fufpeft) 
Lies juft 'twixt affedation and negledt. 

One ilep flill lower, if you can, dcfcend 
To the mean wretch, the great man's humble friend ; 
That moving fliade, that pendant at his ear, 
That two-legg'd dog, ilill pawing on the Peer : 

Studying 
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Studying his looks» sndy watching at the board. 
He gapes to catch the droppings of my lord $ 
And, tickleU to the foul at every joke. 
Like a prefs'd watch repeats what t'other fpokc ; 
Echo to nonfenfe ! fuch a fcene to hear i 
*Tis juft like Punch and his interpreter. 
On trifles fome are earneftly abfurd ; 
You'll think the world depends on every word. 
" What ! is not every mortal free to fpeak ? 
** ril give my reafons, tho' I break my neck.'* 
And what's the queflion ? if it fhines or rains. 
Whether 'tis twelve or fifteen miles to Stains ? 
The wretch, reduc'd to rags by every vice. 
Pride, projefts, races, miftreffes, and dice. 
The rich rogue Ihuns, tho* full as bad as he. 
And knows a quarrel is good hulbandry. 
*« 'Tis ftrange, cries Peter, you are out of pelf; 
" I'm fure, I thought you wifer than myfelf :" 
Yet gives him nothing — but advice too late; 
*' Retrench, or rather mortgage your eft ate : 
** I can advance the fum — 'tis beft for both— • 
«* But henceforth cut your coat to match your cloth." 

A minifter, in mere revenge and fport. 
Will give his foe a paltry place at court : 
The dupe, for every royal birth-day, buys 
New horfes, coaches, cloaths, and liveries ; 
Plies at the levee ; and, diftinguifli'd there. 
Lives on the royal whifper for a year. 

His 
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His miibeft (hines in BrnfTels and brocade; 
And now the wretch, ridiculouily mad. 
Draws on his banker, mortgages, and faili^ 
Then to the country runs away from jails. 
There, ruin'd by the cou. t, he fells a vote 
To the next burgefs, as of old he bought ; 
Rubs down the deeds, which once his chariot bore. 
Or fweeps the borough, which he ferv'd before. 

But, by this roving meteor led, I tend 
Beyond my theme, forgetful of my friend : 
Then take advice ; and preach not out of time. 
When good lord Middlefex is bent on rhyme. 

Their humour checked, or inclination croft. 
Sometimes the friendfhip of the great is loft : 
With innocent amufements ftill comply. 
Hunt when he hunts, and lay the Fathers by : 
For your reward you gain his love, and dine 
On the beft venifon, and the beft French wine. 

Never in wine, or wrath, betray your truft^ 
Be filent liill, and obftinatcly juft : 
Explore no fecrets, draw no characters ; 
For echo will repeat, and walls have cars : 
Nor let a bufy fool a fecret know ; 
A fecret gripes him 'till he lets it go : 
Words are like bullets, and we wi(h in vain. 
When once difcharg'd, to call them back again. 

Defend, dear Spcncc, the honeft and the civil. 
But to cry up a rafcal— that's the devil. 

Who 
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Who guards a good man's charader, 'tis known^ > 

At the fame time protedb and guards his own : 

For as with houfes fo it fares with names, 

A fhed may fet a palace all on Barnes : 

The fire negleded on the cottage preys> 

And mounts at laft into a general blaze. 

'Tis a fine thing, fome think, a lord to know; 

I wifh his tradefmcn could but think fo too. 

He gives his word— then all your hopes are gone: 

He gives his honour— —then you're quite undone. 

Mofl folks fo partial to themfelves are grown. 
They hate a temper differing from their own. 
The grave abhor the gay, the gay the fad. 
And formalifls pronounce the witty mad : 
The fot, who drinks &x bottles in a place. 
Swears at the flinchers who refufc their glafs. 
Would you not pafs for an ill-natur'd man. 
Comply with every humour that you can. 

Pope will inftru^ you how to pais away 
Your time like him, and never loie a day ; 
From hopes or fears your quiet to defend. 
To all mankind, as to yourfelf, a friend ; 
And facred from the world, retir'd, unknown, 
To lead a life with morals like his own. 

When to delicious Pimpem I retire. 
What greater biifs, my Spcnce, can I defire ? 
Contented there my eafy hours I ipend 
With maps, globes, books, my bottle^ and a friend. 

There 
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There I can live upon my income ftill, 

Even tho* the houfe Ihould pafs the Quaker's bill : 

Yet to my fliare fhould feme good prebend fall, 

I think myfelf of fize to fill a ftall : 

For life, or health, let heaven my lot affign, 

A firm and even foul fhall flill be mine. 



HOR. EPIST. XIX. BOOK I. IMITATED. 

BT THE SAME HAND. 
TO M R. LOWT H. 

5 ^^T^IS faid, dear fir, no poets pleafe the town, 

JL Who drink mere water, tho* from Helicon: 
For in cold blood they feldom boldly think ; 
Their rhymes are more infipid than their drink. 
Not great Apollo could the train infpire, 
'Till generous Bacchus help'd to fan the fire : 
Warm'd by two gods at once, they drink and write, 
Rhyme all the day, and tipple all the night." ' 

Homer, fays Horace, nods in many a place. 
But hints he nodded oftner o'er the glafs. 
Infpir'd with wine old Ennius fung and thought 
With the fame ipirit that his heroes fought : 
And we from Johnfon's tavern-laws divine. 
That Bard was no great enemy to wine. 

*Twa» 
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*Twas from the bottle King derived his wit, 
Drank 'till he could not talk, and then he writ. 
Let no coif d ferjeant touch the facred juice. 
But leave it to the bards for better ufe : 
Let the grave judges too the glafs forbear. 
Who never fing, and dance but once a year. 
This truth once knowff, the poets take the hint. 
Get drunk or mad, and then get into print : 
To raife their flames indulge the mellow fit. 
And lofe their fenfes in the fearch of wit : 
And when, with claret fir'd, they take the pen. 
Swear they can write, becaufe they drink like Ben. 
Such mimic Swift or Prior to their coil. 
For, in the rafli attempt, the fools are loft. 
When once a genius breaks thro' common rules. 
He leads a herd of imitating fools. 
If Pope, the prince of poets, fick a-bed. 
O'er fteaming coffee bends his aching head. 
The fools, in public, o'er the fragrant draught. 
Incline thofe heads that never ach'd or thought ; 
This muft provoke his mirth or his difdain, 
Cure his complaint — or make him fick again. 

I too, like them, the poet's path purfue. 
And keep great Flaccus ever in my view ; 
But in a diftant view — yet what I write, 
In thefe loofe fheets, muft never fee the light ; 

Epiftlca 
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Epiillesy odesy and twenty trifles more. 
Things that are born, and die in half an hour. 
«* What ! you rauft dedicate," fays fneering Spence^ 
«* This year, fomc new performance to the prince: 
«* Tho' money is your f6om, no doubt, in timey 
*' You hope to gain fome vacant flail by rhyme ; 
** Like other poets, were the truth but known, 
** You too admire whatever is your own." 

Thefe wife remarks my modefty confound. 
While the laugh rifes, and the mirth goes round 5 
Vex'd at the jell, yet glad to Ihun a fray, 
I whifk into a coach, and drive away. 



AN 
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AN EPISTLE TO MR. SPENCE, 

IN IMITATION OP HORACE, EPIST. X. BOOK I* 
BY THE SAME. 

HEalth from the bard who loves the rural fport. 
To the more noble bard that haunts the court : 
In every other point of life we chime. 
Like two foft lines when coupled into rhyme. 
I praife a fpacious villa to the iky. 
You a clofe garret full five ftories high ; 
I revel here in Nature's varied fweets. 
You in the nobler fcents of London ftrects. • 
I left the court, and here, at eafe reclin'd. 
Am happier than the king who ftay'd behind : 
Twelve fUfling difhes I could fcarce live o'er. 
At home I dine with luxury on four. 
Where would a man of judgment chufe a feat. 
But in a wholefome, rural, foft retreat ? 
Where hills adorn the manfion they defend ? 
Where could he better anfwer Nature's end ? 
Here from the fea the melting breezes rife. 
Unbind the fnow, and warm the wintry ikies : 
Here gentle gales the dog-ihu-'s heat allay. 
And foftly breathing cool the fultry day. 

How 
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How free from cares, from dangers and affright. 

In .pleafing dreams I pafs the filent night 1 

Does not the variegated marble yield 

To the gay colours of the flowery field ? 

Can the New-River's artificial ftreams, 

Or the thick waters of the troubled Thames, 

In many a winding rufty pipe convey M, 

Or dafh'd and broken down a deep cafcade,. 

With our clear filver ftreams in fweetnefs vie. 

That in eternal rills run bubbling by ; 

In dimples o'er the polilh'd pebbles pafs. 

Glide o'er the fands, or glitter thro' the grafs ? 

And yet in town the country profpeds pleafe. 

Where (lately colonnades are flank'd with trees : 

On a whole country looks the mafter down 

With pride, where fcarce five acres are his own. 

Yet Nature, tho' repell'd, maintains her part. 

And, in her turn, (he triumphs over art ; 

The hand-maid now may prejudice our tafte. 

But the fair miftrefs will prevail at laih 

Thar man muilfmart, at length, whofe puzzled fight 

Miftak'es in life falfe colours for the right ; 

As the poor dupe is fure his lofs to rue. 

Who takes a Pinchbeck guinea for a true. 

The wretch, whofe frantic pride kind fortune crowns. 

Grows twice as abjeft when the goddefs frowns ; 

As he, who rifes when his head turns round, 

Muft tumble twice as heavy to the ground. 

Then 
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Then love not grandeur, 'tis a fplendid curfe ; 
The more the' love, the harder the divorce. 
We live far happier by thefe gurgling fprings, 
Than ftateimen, courtiers, counfellors, or kings. 
The ftag expelPd the courfer from the plain ;— 
What can he do ? — he begs the aid of man ; 
He takes the bit, and proudly bears away 
Hia new ally,-— he fights, arid wins the day : 
But, ruin'd by fuccefs, he flrives in vain 
To quit his mailer, and the curb again. 
So from the fear of want moil wretches fly> 
But lofe their noblefl wealth, their liberty ; 
To their imperious pafllons they fubmit. 
Who mount, ride, fpur, but never draw the bi*-. 
•Tis with your fortune, Spence, as with your ihoe, 
A large may wrench, a fmall one wring your toe : 
Then hear your fortune in the golden mean— 
Not every man is born to be a Dean ; 
1*11 bear your jeers if ever I am known 
To feek two cures, when fcarce I merit one. 
Riches, 'tis true, fome fervice may afford. 
But ofther play the tyrant o'er their lord. 
Money I fcorn, but keep a little ilill. 
To pay my dodlor's, or my lawyer's bill. 
From Encombe's foft romantic fcenes I write, 
Deep funk in eafe, in pleafure, and delight : 
Yet, tho* her generous lord himfelf is here, 
*T would be one pleafure more, could you appear. 
; V«L. X. H ' THE 
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THE INVITATI OK^ 

AN EPISTLE TO A FI.IEND AT jCOVI^T* 
BTTHeSAMB. 

IF you can leave for books the cr-ouded conrt* 
And generous Boordeaux for a ^afs of Port, 
To thefe Aveet iblitsdes, without delay » 
Break from the world's impertinence away* 

Soon as the fun the hcc of natare gilds. 
For health and pleafure will we range the fields ; 
O'er her gay fcenes and opening beauties rim. 
While all the vaft creaticm is our own. 
But when his golden globe, with faded light. 
Yields to the iblemn empire of the nighty 
And, in her fober majefty, the moon 
With milder glories mounts her filver throne; 
Amidft ten thoufand orbs with fplendor crown'd. 
That pour their tributary beams around. 
Thro' the long levell'xi tube our ftrengthen'd£gliC 
Shall mark di!^nd the fpangles of .the night; 
Prom world to world fhall dart the boundlefs eye. 
And ilretch from ^r to Aar, from (ky to flcy. 

The buzzing infe£l ^milie's appear. 
When funs unbind the rigour of the year; . 

Qfiick 
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Quick glance the myriads round the evening bower, 
Ho^ of a day* or pations of an hour. 
Aftonifh'd we fhall fee th' unfolding race, 
.Stre,tcji'.d pvt ijo b.iilk^ within thp ^ojifh'd glafs ; 
Thro* whofe fmall cpoye^c a ;iew world we jjpy. 
Ne'er feen before, but by a fcraph's eye ! 
So long in darknefs^ .ihut fxom huipa;;! ki^d. 
Lay half God's wonders to a jp,P/i<it cq|iifi^'4 ! 
But in one peopled drop we now furvey. 
In pride of power, fome little n^j(ifter pl^y ; 
O'er tribes invifible he reigns alone. 
And llruts a tyrant of a wpHd hh own. 

Now will we fludy Homer's awful page. 
Now warm our foyls with Pind^'s noble rage : 
To Englifh lays fhall Flaccus' lyte be ilrung. 
And lofty Virgil fpeak the Britiih tongue. 
Immortal Virgil 1 fit thy ^acr^d n^e 
I tremble now, and jupw I paut for ian^e ; 
With eager hopes this i^pment I afpire 
To catch, or emulate thy glorious £re; 
The next purfue the raih attempt no more. 
Bat drop the quili, bow^ wonder, and ^qre ; 
By thy ftrong genius overcome and aw'd ! 
That fire from heaven ! that fpirit pf a Qod ! 
Pleas'd and tranfported with thy name I tend 
Beyond my theme, forgetful of my friend ; 
And from m^ firft defign, by rapture le^y 
Negledl the living poet for the dead. 

H z OpE 
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ODE TO JOHN PITT, ESQ^ 

ADVISING HIM TO BUILD A BANQJJETING-HOUSS 
ON A HILL THAT OVERLOOKS THE SEA* 

FRom this tall promontory's brow 
You look majeflic down. 
And fee extended wide below 
Th* horizon all your own. 

With growing piles the vales are crownM, 

Here hills peep over hills ; 
There the vaft fky and fea profound 

Th' iricreafing profpedl fills. 

O bid, my friend, a ftrufture rife. 

And this huge round command ; 
Then fhall this little point comprife 

The ocean and the land. 

Then you, like ^olus, on high. 

From your aerial tower. 
Shall fee fecure the billows fly. 

And hear the whirlwinds roar. 

You, with a fmilc," their rage defpifc^ 

*Till fome fad wretk appe'ari. 
And calls, from your reldiitihg eyesj 
The i/mpathizing tears* 
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Thns may yoa view, with proad delight. 
While winds the deep defoim, 

(*Till human woes your grief excite) 
All nature in a dorm. 

Majefiic, awful fcene ! when hurl'd. 

On furges» furges rife. 
And all the heaving watry world 

Tumultuous mounts the ikies. 

The feas and thunder roar by turns. 

By turns the peals expire ; 
The billows ilaih, and ether burns 

With momentary fire. 

But lo ! the furious tempefts ceafe. 

The mighty rage fubfides ; 
Old ocean hufli'd, in folemn peace. 

Has flill'd the murmuring tides. 

Spread wide abroad, the glafTy plaia. 

In various colours gay. 
Reflets the glorious fun again. 

And doubly gilds the day. 

Th' horizon glows from fide to fide. 
And flames with glancing rays ; 

The floating, trembling, filver tide» 
Is one continual blaze. 
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Your eyes die ptbfpia now conSmaridf, 

All ancontroul'd and free. 
Fly like a thought tiotti Ischd to land. 

And dart from fea to iea. 

Thus, while abdve the ctoiids W6 fit^ 

And, innocently gay, 
Pafs in amufementjf, i^ine, or wit. 

The fultry hours iv^if. 

Sometimes, with pity, br difdiiiiiy 
In thought a glance we tiirbw 

Down on the poor» tie proiid, the VMii, 
In yonder world below. 

We fee, from this iexait^d feat, 
(How fhrunk, reduced, tcttifiri'd I) 

The little perfoil bf tke great. 
As little as his itiihd; 

See there — aihidft the crowds otir vieW 
Some fcatter'd virtues fitike ; 

But thofe fo throng'd, and t&efe fo teWi 
The world looks all alike. 

Yet, thro* this cloud of JiU^iih kihcJ, 

The Talbots we fiirviy. 
The Pitts, the Vbtks, the iS^'ipken finld> 

Who ihinc in open day. 
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TO THE SAME* 

ON THE SAM I SUBJECT. 

O'ER curious models as you rave 
The vales with piles to crown. 
And great Palladio's plans improve 
With nobler of your own ; 

O bid a flrn^lare o'er the floods 

From this high mountain riie. 
Where we may fit enthron'd like gods. 

And revel in the (kies. 

Th' afcending breeze, at each repaft. 

Shall breathe an air divine. 
Give a new brightnefs to the tafie. 

New fpirit to the wine. 

Or thefe low pleafures we may quit 

For banquets more refin'd. 
The works of each immortal wit 

The luxury of the mind. 

Plato, or Boyle's, or Newton's page 
Our towering thoughts fhall raife. 

Or Homer's fire, or Pindar's rage. 
Or Virgil's lofty lays. 
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Or with amttfive thoughts the Sea 

Shall entertain the mind, . ^ - *i' 

While we the rolling fcene furvey. 
An emblem of mankind. . > i 

Where, like fworn foes, fucceflive all. 

The furious furges run. 
To urge their predeceflbr's fell, 

Tho* foUow'd by their own. 

Where, like our moderns fo profound, 

Engag'd in dark difpute. 
The (kuttlescail their ink around 

To puzzle the difpute. . 

Where fharks,<likc ihrewd diredors, thrive. 

Like lawyers, rob at will ; 
Where flying-lifh, like trimmers live ; 

Like foldiers, fword-ii(h kill. 

Where on the lefs the greater feed. 

The tyrants of an hour, 
'Till the huge royal whales fu£ceed» 

And all at once devour. 

Thus in the moral world we now 

Too truly underftand. 
Each monftcr of the fea below 

Is match'd by one at land. • . . 



ON MRS. WALKER'S POEMS, 

PUkRTlCVLARLY THAT 0?I THE AUTHOR^ 

BLuIhy Wilmot, hlufh ; a female tnufe. 
Without one guilty linc^ ' 
The tender theme of love purfues 
In/ofter ibmns than thine. 

'Tls thine the pafiion to blafpheme» 

*Tis lier's with wit and eafe 
(When a mere nothing is the theme) 

Beyond thyfelf to pleaTe. 

Then be to her the prize decreed, 

Whofe merit has prevail'd ; 
For what male poet can fucceed^ 

If Rochefterhasfail'di 

Since Phoebus quite forgetful grows. 

And has not yet thought fit. 
In ius high wifdom, to impofe 

A falique law on wit; 

Since of your rights he takes no care» 

Ye Priors, Popes, and Gays ; 
^Tis hard !— but let the women wear 
( ,fhc breeches and the bays* 



VtRSES 61^ A FLOWERED CAk^t*f, 

WORRtH ir THB YOtJRO LADIB^ Af Kl^O^'fOK. 

WHen Pallas faw the piete her pupils wrcmgkt^ 
She Hood long wondering at the lovtly 
draught : 
•« And, Flora, now (fhe cried) Ho more dHplay 
Thy flowers, the trifling beauties of a day : 
For fee ! how ihefe with life irtimortAl blooifi^ 
And fpread and flourifh for an age to cotfie ! 
In what unguarded hour did I impart 
To thefc fair virgins all tny darling art f 
In all my wit I faw theie rivals (hine. 
But this one art I thotight was always minims 
Yet lo ! I yield ; their mifbefs now no more> 
But proud to learn itoin thefe I taught before* 
For look, what vegetable fehfe »s here ! 
How warm with life thefe blufliing leaves appear I 
What tempered fpletidots o*er the piece are laid ! 
Shade fleals on lights and light dies into fiiftde. 
Thro' heaven's gay bow lefs various beauties rtiil> - 
And far lefs bright, tho* painted by tht futt. 
See in each blooming flower what fpirit glows I 
What vivid col6tti-s flufli the opening rofc ! 
In feme few hours diy lilly disappears ; 
But Ads Ciall flt^urifli thtt)' a length of y<kr§^ 

See 



See nnfelt winters pafs fuccefllve by. 
Add (corn a ixiean dependence on the fic)r; 
And oh ! may Britain, by my counfels fway'd. 
Bat live and flourifii^ 'till thefe flowers ihall fade ! 
Then go, fond Flora, go, the palm refiga 
To Vrbi^iti more fidi- and dtfrable than thine: 
For I, even I, in juftice yield the crown 
To works fo fit fuf^ferior to my own/* 



ok THE SAME SUBJECT. 

OM this fair grouhd, with ravi(h*d eyes. 
We fed a fecond Edeh rife, 
As gay and glorious as the fiH^^ 
Before th* offending world Was curft. 
While dlcfe bright nymphs the needle guidfc. 
To paint the rbfe in all her pride. 
Nature, like her, niay blufh to own 
Herfelf fo far by art outdone, 
Thfefe flowfers flic rais'd with all her care. 
So blooming, fo divitiely hh ! 
The glorious children K>t the fun. 
That David's regal heir out-Aone, . 
Were fcarce like one of dicfe array'd ; 
They died, but thtfe fhait fieVtr iadtf. 



ON 



ON THE ART OF PREACHING. 

! A FKACMBNT. 

IN IMITATION OF HOJLACE'S ART OF POETRY, 

■Pendent opera interrupU ■ . 

SHouId feme fam'd hand> in this fantaftic age. 
Draw Rich, as Rich appears upon the Stzge, 
With all his pofturcs, in one motley plan. 
The god, the hound, the monkey, and the man ; 
Here o'er his head high brandifliing a leg. 
And there juil hatch'd, and breaking from his egg; 
While monfter crouds on monfter thro* the piece. 
Who* could help laughing at a fight like this ? 
Or as a drunkard's dream together brings 
A court of coblers, and a mob of kings ; 
Such is a (ermon, where, confns'dly dark. 
Join Hoadlj, Sharp, South, Sherlock, Wake, and 
So eggs of different parifhes will run [CUrke, 

To batter, when you beat fix yolks to one j 
So fix bright chymic liquors if you mix. 
In one dark ibadow vaniih all the fix. 

This licence priefts and painters ever had* 
To run bold lengths, but never to run mad ; 



,;.? 
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For thofc can*t reconcile God*s grace to liny 
Nor thefe paint tygers in an afs's fldn ; 
No common dauber in one piece would join 
A fox and gooic,- — unlefs upon a fign. 

Some fteal a page of fenfe from Tillotfon, 
And then conclude divinely with their own ; 
Like oil on water mounts the prelate up. 
His grace is always fure to be at top ; 
That vein of mercury its beams will fpread. 
And (hine more flrongly thro' a mine of lead- 
With fuch low arts your hearers never bilk. 
For who can bear a fuftian lin'd with filk ? 
Sooner than preach fuch ftufF, I'd walk the town> 
Without my fcarf, in Whifton's draggled gown ; 
Ply at the Chapter, and at Child's, to read 
For pence, and bufy for a groat a head. 

Some eafy fubjedl chufe, within your power. 
Or you will ne'er hold out for half an hour. 
Still to your hearers all your fermons fort; 
Who'd preach againft corruption at a court? 
Againft church power at vifitations bawl ? 
Or talk about damnation at Whitehall ? 
Harangue the Horfe-guards on a cure of fouls ? * 
Condemn the quirks of Chancery at the Rolls ? 
Or rail at hoods and organs at St. Pauls ? 
Or be, like David Jones, fo indifcreet. 
To rave at ufurers in Lombard-ftreet ? 



Begin 
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Begm with czic, not, Uk^ that cante vHi^' . 
Set out in this high pr^nqng ftui^blJAg iylfi : 
** Whoever with a piercing eye can fep 
" Thro' the paft r^ords of %urijty ?'* 
All gape, nQ p^eaning irr— thp^puft orator 
Talks XD^iLch, and (ays joft nothing for ^n hour, •. 
Truth and the text he labours tp dii^lay^ 
Till both are quite interpreted away : 
So frugal dames iniipid water ponr^ 
Till griBcn, bohea, or coffee are no more. 
His arguments in giddy circles run 
Still round and round, and end where they begiin: 
So the poor tumfpit as the wheel runs round» 
The more he gains, the more he loie^ grpund. 
No parts difti^dl, or general fcheme we find, 
fiut one wild fhapelefs jnonfter of the mind : 
So when old bruin teems, her children fail 
Of limbs, form, figure, features, head or tail ; 
Nay, the' flie licks the ruins, all her cares 
Scarce pend the lumps, and bring them but to bear^ 

Ye country vicars, when you preach in town 
A turn at Paul's, to pay yoor journey down, 
J£ you would (hun thefncc;r of every prig, 
JLay by the little band, and rvfly wig : 
|[ut yet be fore, your proper language kxu)w^ 
Nor talk as born within the found of Bow. 
Speak not the phrafe that I>rury-lane affords. 
Nor from Change-alley fteal a cant of words. 

Coachmen 
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Coachmen will cridcife your ftyle, nay further^ 
Poiteifjs mU bring it in for wili^l mvrther : 
The dregs ot the canaille will look aikew 
To heaj- the hngmg^ of the tpwn from ypa ; 
Nay, my lord mayor, with merriment pofleft. 
Will break his nap, and lafigh ai^ftong the ffjft, 
i^nd jog the aldermen to hear the jeft. 



AN EPITAPH 

{NSCRIBJSD ON A STOKE, THAT qOV£ILS Hl$^ 
FATHER, MOTHER, AKD BROTHER. 

Y£ facred fpirits I while your friends diftrefs'd 
Weep o'er your aihes, and lament the i^lefi'd i 
O let the penfive Mufe infcribe that flone. 
And with the general forrows mix her own ; 
The penfivc Mufe ! — who, from this moiurnful hoWt 
Shall raiie her voice, and wake the firing no more ! 
Of love, of duty this laft pledge receive ; 
^is all a brother, all a fon can give. 



EFI- 
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EPITAPH ON DR. KEIL, 

THE LATE FAMOUS ASTROLOGER^ 

BEneath this ftone the world's jaft wonder lies, 
Who> while on earth, had rang'd the fpacions 
Around the ftars his aftive foul Had flown, {fkies j 
And feen their courfes finifh'd ere his own : 
Now he enjoys thofe realms he could explore. 
And finds that heaven he knew fo well before. 
He thro* more worlds his victory purfued 
Than the brave Greek could wifli to have fubdued; 
In triumph ran one vaft creation o'er. 
Then ftop'd, — for Nature could afibrd no more. 
With Caefar's fpeed, young Ammon's noble pride. 
He came, few, vanquifti'd, wept, return'd, and d«td. 

N. B* All* the pieces, from page too to this inchifive, wete 
written by Mr. C. Pitt* 
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PART OF SAT. VI. BOOK IL OF HORACB. 
TRANSLATED. 

BEGlKlfING AT, PeRDITUR HIEC INTER. MISERO 
LUX, NON SINE VOTIS, &C 

GOnfum'd in trifles, thus the golden day 
Steals, not without this ardent wifh, away ; 
When fliall I fee my peaceful country farm. 
My fancy when with antient authors charm ? 
Or, lull'd to fleep, the cares of life elude 
In fweet oblivion of folicitude ? 
O, for thofe beans which my own fields provide ! 
Deem'd by Pythagoras to man allied ; 
The favoury pulfe ferv'd up in platters nice. 
And herbs high-relifh'd with the bacon flice ! 
O, tranquil nights in plealing converfe fpent, 
Ambroiial fuppers that might gods content ! 
When with my chofen friends (delicious treat !) 
Before the houlhold deities we eat ; 
The flaves themfclves regale on choiceft meat. 
Free from mad laws we fit reclin'd at eafe. 
And drink as much, or little, as we pleafe. 
Some quaff large bumpers that expand the foul, 
And fome grow mellow with a moderate bowl. 
We never talk of this man's houfe or vill. 
Or whether Lepos dances well or ill : 
Vol. X. I But 
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fiat of thofe duties which ourfelves we owe. 
And which 'tis quite a fcaadal not to know : 
As whether wealth or virtue caA impart 
The trueft pleafure to the human helut : 
What fliould dired us in our choice of friends^ 
Their own pure merit, or our private ends : 
What we may deem, if rightly underftood, 
Man's Sovereign bliis, his chief, his only good» 

Mean-time my friend, oldCervius, never failt 
To cheer our convcrfe with his pdthy talcs : 
Praife but Arellius, or his ill-got ilore, 
His fable thus begins : ** In days of yore 
A country moufe within his homely cave 
A treat to one of note, a courtier, gave ; 
A good plain moufe our hoft, who lov'd to fpare 
Thofe heaps of forage he had glean'd with care ; 
Yet On occaiion would his foul unbend. 
And fcaft with hofpitality his friend : 
He brought wild oats and vetches from his hoard ; 
Dried grapes and fcraps of bacon grac'd the board : 
In hopes, no doubt, by fuch a various treat. 
To tempt the dainty traveller to eat. 
Squat on freih chaF, the mailer of the feail 
Left all the choiceft viands for his gueft. 
Nor one nice morfel fbrhimfelf would fpare,. 
But gnaw'd coarfe grain, or nibbled at a tare* 
At length their ilendo' dinner finifh'd quite. 
Thus to the niitic fpoke the moufe polite : 

« How 
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< How can my fricndi a wretched being drag 

* On the bleak fummit of this airy crag? 

^ Say» do you iUll prefer this barbarous den 

^ To polifh'd cities, favages to men ? 

' Cooie, come with me, nor longer here abide, 

* I'll he your friend^ your comrade, and your guide* 

* Since all muft die that draw this vital breath, 

* Nor great nor fmall can fliun the ihafb of death ; 

* 'Tis ours to fport in pkafurcs while we may j 

* For ever mindful of life's little day.* 

Thefe weighty reaibas fway'd the country mouie. 
And light of heact he fallied from his houfe, 
Refolv'd to travel with this courtly fpark. 
And gain the city when fecurely dark» 

Now midnight hover'd o'er this earthly ball. 
When our fmall gentry reached a liately hall. 
Where brightly glowbg, flain'd with Tyrian dye. 
On ivory couches* richeft carpets lie ; 
And in large baflcets, rang'd along the Hoor, 
The rich collation of the night before. 
On purple bed the cowtier plac'd his gueft, 
And with choice cates prolong'd the grateful feaft; 
He carv'd, he ferv'd, as much as moufe could do. 
And was his waiter, and his ufter too. 
joy feiz'd the ruilic as at eafe he lay ; 
This happy change had made him. wondrouo gay-—' 
When lo ! the doors bnrft c^n in a trice. 
And at their ban<|uet terrified the mice : 

I z They 
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They ftart, they tremble, in a deadly fright. 
And round the room precipitate their flight ; ' ' 
The high-roof *d room with hideous cries refbuadlf 
Of baying maitiffs» and loud-bellowii^g hounds i 
Then thus the ruitic in the courtier's ear ; 

* Adieu ! kind fir ! I thank you for your cheer ; 

* Safe in my cell your ftate I envy, not ; 

* Tares be my food, and liberty my lot I" P- 



A PARODY ON THE CITY AND COUN- 
TRY MOUSE. 

A Country vicar in his homely honfe, 
Pleas'd with his lot, and happy in his ipouie. 
With fimple diet, at his humble board,. 
Once entertain'd the chaplain of a lord ;— 
He gave him (all he could) a little filh. 
With fauce of oyfters, in no filver difh ; 
And, for the craving flomach's fure relief, 
The glory of Old England, rare Roaft-beef, 
Horfe-radifli and potatoes, Ireland's pride ; 
A pudding too the prudent dame fupplied : • 
Their cheering beverage was a pint of port 
(Tho' fmall the quantum) of the better fort ; 
But plenty of good beer, both fmall and ftout> 
With wine of elder to prevent the gout* 

The 
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The vicar hopM, by fuch a various treaty 
To tempt his fcarf-embellifti'd friend to eat ; 
With niceft bits provok'd his gueft to dine. 
He carv'd the haddock, and he fervid the wine : 
Content his own (harp ftomach to regale 
With platn, fubilantial roaH-meat, and mild ale. 
Our courtly chaplain, as we may fuppofe. 
At fuch old-fafhion'd commons curl'd his nofe ; 
He tried in vain to piddle, and, in brief, 
Pifh'd at the pudding, and declined the beef ;— — 
At length, their homely dinner finifh'd quite. 
Thus to the vicar fpoke the prieft polite : 
* How can my brother in this paltry town 

* Live undiftinguifh'd, to the world unknown ? 

* And not exalt your towering genius higher, 

* Than here to herd with country clown— or fquire ; 

* Stunn'd with the difcord of hoarfe cawing rooks, 

* The roar of winds, the diflbnance of brooks, 

* Which difcontented thro' the valley ftray, 

* Plaintive and murmuring at their long delay. 

* Come, come with me, nor longer here abide ; 

* You've friends ki town, and I will be your guide : 

* Soon great preferment to your fhare will fall, 

* A good fat living, or perhaps — a ftall.' 

Thefe weighty reafons fway'd the vicar's mind——. 
To town he hied, but left his wife behind : — 
Next levee-day he waited on his Grace, 
With hundreds more, who bow'd to get a place ; 

Shov*d 



Shoy'd in the croud, he ftood am^iiM to ice 
Lords who to Baal bent the fnpple kiiee> 
And dodors fage he could aoc but admire. 
Who ftoop'd profoundly low — to xifs the Hgheik 
So much of ermine, lace, beaus, bifhops, young and 
'Twas like a cloud of iable edg'd with gokL ; loVip 
By turns his Grace the fervile train addreft, 
Pleas'd with a fxnile, or in a whifper bleft. 
Sick of the icene, the vicar fought the door, 
Detcrmin'd never to fee London more ', 
But, as his friend had pleas'd the hour to fix> 
Firft went to dinner to my Lord's at fix; — 
He knock'd— -was ulher*d to the room of fkate, 
(My Lord abroad) an^ dinner ferv'd in plate ; 
Which, tho' it feem'd but common foup and haih» 
Was really callipee sgotd callipafh, 
(The relicks of the gaudy day before) 
What Indians eat, apd £ngliihmen adore ; 
With bright champaign the courtier crown'd the 
Sooth'd his own pride, and gratified his gudl : [feaft. 
All this confpird par Stoic to controul. 
And warpt the fte^dy piu-poie of his ibul— -> 
When lo \ the cry erf* fire creates amaze — 
«* The next houfe. Lady Riot's, in a blaze"-— 
Aghaft the vicar ftood, in wild affright, 
Then htlefly thus addrefs'd the prieft polite : 
** Adieu, my friend — your ftatc I envy not-^— 
** Beef, liberty, and iafety be my lot." 

F. 
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HORACE, EPIST. V. BOOK I. IMITATED* 

TO JOHN H— — H» E8<^ 

IF you, dear iir, will deign to pafs a day 
Iq the fair vale of Orpington and Cray, 
/\nd live for once as humble vicars do ; 
On Thurfday let me fee you Jierc by two. 
Expe^ no niceties my plates to foul. 
But Banfted mutton, and a barn-door fowl. 
My friends with generous liquors I regale. 
Good port, old hock, or, if they like it, ale ; 
But if of richer wine you chuie a quart. 
Why bring, and drink it here — with all my heart. 
Plain is my furniture, as is my treat. 
For 'tis my beft ambition. To be neat. 
Leave then all fordid views, and hopes of gain. 
To mortals miferable, mad, or vain ; 
Put the laft poliih to th'hifloric page. 
And ceafe awhile to moralize the age. 
By your fweet converfe cheer'd, the live-long day 
Will pafs unnotic'd, like the ftream, away. 
Why ihould kind Providence abundance give. 
If we, like niggards, can't afford to live ? 
The wretched mifer, poor 'midft heaps of pelf. 
To cram his heir, moft madly flarves himfelf-— . 
So will not I — give me good wine and ea(e. 
And let all mifers call me fool that pleafe. 



What cannot wine ? — it opens all the foul ; 
faint Hope grows brilliant o*er the fparkling bowl: 
Wine's generous fpirit makes the coward brave. 
Gives eafe to kings, and freedom to the flave : 
Bemus'd in wine the Bard his duns forgets. 
And drinks ferene oblivion to his debts : 
Wine drives ail cares, and anguifh from the heait, • 
And dubs us Connoifleurs of every art : 
Whom does not wine with eloquence infpire? 
The boufy beggar ftruts into a fquire. 
This yoa well know — to me belongs to mind 
That neatnefs with frugality be join'd ; 
That no intruding Blab, with itching ears, 
Darken my doors, who tells whatever he hears 5 
Two D — s, each a poet, with me dine. 
Your friends, and decent C — n, a divine: 
There's room for more— fo to complete the band, 
Youi: wife will bring fair * Innocence in hand. 
Should Cave want copy, let the teazer wait. 
While you ileal fecrct thro* the garden gate. 



F. 



♦ The name of a v^iy agreeable young lady. 
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SALT WATER. 

BY A GENTLEMAN OF THE NAVy. 

O! fure the greedy wretch is pent 
In endlefs chains of deep damnation. 
Who firft to plague us did invent 
The curfed art of navigation. 

When to the wind we fpread our fails. 

Upon the pathlefs ocean ftrolling, 
Cramm'd in a tub, ftuck full of nails. 

Like Regulus we die with rolling. 

A plague upon the naufeous brine. 

What benefit receive we from it ? 
Unlefs with rank difeafe we pine. 

And ufe it for a purge or vomit. 

While Eve in innocence did dwell. 

Her water in frefti rills defcended. 
But foon as ihe to folly fell. 

The violet flream with brixie was blended. 

The race of men in antient times 

Were bent on rapine, and on flaughter. 

When heaven, incenfed at their crimes. 
Decreed their deaths, and fent fait water. 
Vol. X. K ^^^ 
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And when thofe heavy judgments paft 
On j£gypt» for her plagues renowned^ 

Salt water was referv'd the laft» 

And Pharoih and his hoft were drowned* 

When we who.now are tnni'd to fifh. 
And with the fcurry grown all fc$fy. 

And made for fhark a coiioss diShx 
While over-board we're tomUed daily : 

May you who on the land abide 
Our element to mourn us borrowt 

Let fall of tears a briny tide. 
Salt water is the made of ibr row* 
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